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[' DABLING YEBA, YOU GAN NEVER GUESS ALL THAT YOU ABE TO MB!"’ PAID MAURICE, WARMLY.] 


THEN YOU’LL REMEMBER ME. 


[A NOVELETTE.]) 


OHAPTER I. 


Mitprep Detonme stood looking a little dis- 
sonsolately from a window in the breakfast- 
room of Yorick'’s farm, It was a Jaly 
morning, but a bright fire burned in the on 
for the season was unusually cold and wet 
even for Haogland, and the Delormes were 
partial to warmth, The rain was falling, as 
it had fallen for the past three days, with a 
wonderful regularity ; the ground was sodden, 
the flowers, al! braised and sullied, drooped 
their heads heavily, and, as E'izabeth Brown- 


ing expresses it, the trees looked like 
* Dull round blots of foliage meant 
Like saturated sponges here 
To suck the fogs up.” 
Mildred gave a little aig 
“No going out to-day,’ 


h. 
ahe eaid, «This is 





the third day I have been compelled to stay 
in. I am positively dying for a breath of 
fresh air. On, my poor roses! How draggied 
they are, and the strawberries will all be 
spoiled.” 

She sat down in the deep old-fashioned 
window, drumming idly with slender fingers 
upon the diamond-panes; she was too listleca 
to read, and the new music lying upon a table 
close by had actually no temptation for her 
this morning. She had fiaished all her litsle 
daties—there was nothing left her to do, bat 
to sit in dreamy if ce, letting fancy 
weave the fairy visions in which young girls 
delight. 

She was fair to look upon, this yeomsn’s 
daughter, slight of figure, with a sweet face, 
gentle and , With an element of pride 
about it, and mouth and chin, though purely 
feminine, wore an expression of firmness. 
For the rest her eyes were grey—deep grey, 
changing with every varying emotion, and 
shadowed by black lashes, whieh formed a 
striking contrast to the delicate tints of the 
young face, the corn-coloured hair waving 
around bosh brow and throat. 





** He will not come to-day,” she whispersc+ 
with a guilty look round the room not, for 
worlds would she tell what his coming or 
going meant to her, until the worda had tien 
spoken which made her his, and then ehe 
biashed a little, and sighed to think how 
many hours might pass before they met agsin, 
Tbe clock on the mantel ticked wish pawt‘al 
loudness as the slow minutes wore by, ‘ut 
Mildred was too wrapped in her dreams to ie 
disturbed by it, her mind was too engroszed 
by one subject to apare a thought to avy 


other. 

Saddenly she started, and the blood flamed 
hotly into her checks—there was a quick 
step on the gravel path, and a hasty glanoez 
showed her the figure of a young msn 
approaching. She lefts her seat and wens 
towards the fire, holding her hands to the 
blaze—atrange how they trembled, how fast 
her breath came, whilst her eyes and her hipa 
smiled with something that looked the very 
counterpart’ of happy love. 


A moment later, a neat maid-cervant — 


ushered the visitor into the room with the 
words, ‘Mr, Firth,” and the young girl by 
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the firé Mirned to’mect hit, siraggting*all the 
while with her &mbarracemien’: 

“ Thig ig one of mother's basy morning:,’ 
rhe said, when they had shaken hav@s,** ndi 
I have no doabs she will epare you five 
minutes, Mr. Firth.”’ 

OT WOMd ner hays Mis, Dilermie Aisturbar 
on my gocount,” the young man ane vered, 
eagerly. “ The drones must not put obstacies 
in she workers’ way.” 

Mildred langhed sofily. 

‘Tl am « drone too,"’ she said, ‘‘and T was 
wetting very tired of doiog nothiag. How is 
Mra Firth, and did you walk over hete? ’ 

‘'On, the mater is very well, and I rode. I 
‘vent round to the\atables ficss, and put up 
Rasnal; I thonght if i was very good you 
would ask me to etay.”’ 

‘‘ Father will ba delighted; you will bave 
quite a salutary effect upon him, this ansea- 
eonable weather depresses him dreaaiatiy. I 
wonder thas you should venture so far 
through it.” 

‘tI would do more than risk a drenching 
for you, Mildred,” and ther he resohed ous 
and took one slender hand ia his, “I hoped 
so fiad you alone, dear, for I haves sovisthing 
+9 say, whidl’ I have long tacked courage to 
eay—oan you guest wias fifis? DMicredid 


Love you, and T wand youyorrhavtin mine | 
—‘o say, in reshra, *Dlové you, iiwurfoe, with}: 


all my heart and st nt’ 
Toe girl wad trembling withemhotfhhy the® 


eclont oame and went Tn her otieeks; bar hee }) 


baautifal honest eyey* met his thy” ag se 
repeated his words. : ‘ 

** [love you, Madricé; with all my heartand? 
strength,” nor*did she repoleé ‘him when He 
drew her close® until His‘aria war abort the 
iiasom form, and His-lips heta- Herein the fret 
long kiss of gatiefisd lovey 

Tae olook ticked''on the nfititelpiens, ‘tha 
fire burned low; ontelte the'raia still fell, aad: 
sce wet sprays of jasoiine swung to and fro 
ba‘ora she windowss but’ of thesethings the’ 


voung couple were’ blissfallp-igno*ant, being |’ 
tired started 


wrapped in she glory of love: “Mt 


from her love¥’s embrace whett tie door |: 


op:ned, and a Iidy, who wag merely ah Olfer 
eiition of the girl, entered. Maurice’ Firth 
vent towards’her at one. 

‘‘ Mca. Delorms, T think you know what I 
have to tell you! Mildred haa'jast promiced’ 
to ba my wife. You will notfear to give het’ 
to me?” 

“No,” she said, frankly and affectionately, 
“JT have kcown you ali your life, Maurice, 
and you are an evpecial favourites with Mr. 
Dstorme, I hops that Mra, Firth will be as 
pieased with this engagement as I am,” and 
sben she Riesad her daughter, crying a little 
a3 mothers will when the children of har Jove 
nra no longer theirs alone; and Milired,a 
titéle shaken, clang to her, whispering thattha 
ne love coald not make the old less strong. 

Maurice lanched with the Delorms family, 
maating & hearty weloome from ita head, and 
shen, after a second ¢téte-d-téte with his prethy 
fancée, rode slowly home through the rata, 
vo‘asiag happily of the fatare which seemed 
so brizhs before him, 

Now aud than he broks into song—had he 
not reason 0 rejoice? Tits b2si and dearest 
girl on earth bad promised to bo his wife; and 
us forgot all hia former penchants ia this one 
abiorhing passion, and, growicg hamble, 
prayed he might ba mate worbhy of her. 

He wag not & rich man, bat hé was Squire 
of the place; and there were those who sard he 
nivht have looked bigher thah Mildred 
D.iorme, although, indeed, her family wag 
o'der and more honourable than hie, and ‘hig 
mother was one of the number, 

Bat he never gave a thonght fo this as‘He | 
wens in leisurely fashion towards her boudoir, 
314 looked ap as he eritered, 

Soe waa gach a pretty, youthfal looking 


te haveto datite'attendanoe upon her to a certéin 


Changed yout clothes? I am sd suatéptible 
to"eold." ee 
«Poor afd girl!’ he said, irreverentl?, ag 
he emited dowti “6 the*weak,? pretty face. 
* Bat 1 was gooi for once, I remembered to 
change. And now, you little apology for a 
mother, T Want your oonpratitation.” 

Mra. Fuesh litecd. hergelf.on, her-elbow,;, her 
éyed Had a vexed lovk,; and the poutéd like a 
child. : 

‘Yon nead say no more. OF course you 
have proposed to Mii¢red; equally, of course, 
site hag accepted you," 

‘Yas, and so I ask‘your covgratniations. 
Ts nos my happioess yours, mother?’ 

“My dear boy, yea. Onlyonly, when 
Mildred come@hete, whatain I todo?” 

“* Yomate¥o stay witlrns. Do you suppose 
I would) les\you leave"tis? And Mildred is 
not) the gil to wish iti: She it very fond of 
you" 

Mite. 


be. Firth Gorm piacotitly. 
“ Well) my ‘FP hope you will be’ very 
happy. Milde: Pa pretty artd a nice girl, 
altnough eee ‘qnite your equalfiand will 
have very moneys Do you know, 
Manriée; I asé@@to fancy, when we were’ in 
town last yekr; Shab-yOu Were attached to Mrbi 
Hallam ™ . ; 

The yous gama flashed daskily. 

“T wae's “by bor, as most mien are, 
. Tae little wittw is woliarmiog companion 


a igi Metay pte ° LA . " 
fev. Firth paste@’ by his words with 
super Hindi fferencey” 

“uT Wad beer w nite & romance abbat 


H phs™ ald, Jyitp/ back with halt-olosed 
Pe Vera’ Hatiaet is j 1st the sort of wifet 
would! mavty—young, beantifal, 
a . 2 

| “Bho Woses every Penny she possesses if shia 
miyrties again,” Matttice remarked, “and het’ 
‘faptes'are extravagant, She is very lovely 
tHe D ad willidg’to sdmit—bat sho is wx 
| arrit'eoq etre 

“T airtt’sorry that ia'your opinion, for I had 
quite wrfanved*thé marriage in my own mind; 
‘audaid I 
. Miatitias! dea 

i Acgiééfand she has accepted.” 

The youhgtien looked unfeignedly vexed » 
“ You shotid@have consnited me first, It) 


you' won't be very 4 i 
‘I have’ invited her to pest and 


atid wé, had 


ed with that delighifoy 
rapiditY custoMiary to the Eaglish climate, 
and jt was now so sultry shat folks complained 


ignite’ a bitterly? of the beat aa they haj 
formerly inveighed agains’ cold and rain ; but 
Mildred revelied in it, 

« Waurice,” she said, fearing back amonor 
the hay with half. cloged eyes, “this is weather 
fis for the gods. If only the world were ag 
fait always as it id now, E-would be content 
never to icave it.” 

‘“ Providing that all things in your life were 
in unison, sweetheart?" 

** That of conrse; and I would never grow 
old, I would’ remain youvg, loving and 
beloved; I world keep all my friends about 
me. Not ont dear familtiar-face should be 
missing from he circle; and ‘not a cloud should 
}darken any brow." 

“ Yoa ara imagining an earthly? Paradise,’ 
he said, looking down'at her with love in bis 
eyes. “It the world wagged as you wished, 
death would’ be a mostevil and bitter thing, 
Now it has no terror for many a poor soni.” 

A little shadow rested on the brightnexs of 
her face. 
~ * To me,” she answered, in slow, sofé tones, 
it seems impossible one could weary of life. 
Oas must suffer untold agony before one long: 
for death: Oh, it is good to liveand: 4 
to fest the blood -thrabdbing: throogh: one's 
veiti3, 10. drink in all the beauty’ arodtid us, 
Marti¥ice, I thank Heavet® every’ nighd! that 
‘she é fallen to ; énsant 
plas g ; 
He" diew down her-sweet fits"and kissed 
her'tenderly. 















“« Hoavert p ‘my darling, that never a 
fault. of % piiatl make’ you less content 
than nowi”’ 


Soyly, yeffrankly, ber glariee met his, - 
. “1 treet ny life oe Y Stanton 
Ford “-I jadge your heart by my 

pnd T know it ‘cannot failme,” 

What! ssepione thoes words: woula® be to 
hid’ oné-day—onedsy! With what” bitter 
ehathe atid- sorrow he would reoall ber lock 
Wohe<as she-tttered them; and wonder 
‘folly and infatatién. Now, 


‘Would have repudiated such » state- 





Y very annoyieg; and Vera—I mean Mr 
Hallam—is the sors of woman to fin 
pleasuré in*th® country. Then, too, I shal 


extent, anf that alone is rough on o neWwi 
engayed man, I stall wish Vera Halla 
. Jeriohs!}*’ 

“ Batyou used #6 He her 20 well,” wedtity” 
remonatrated the lady ; and Manricetiade no 
response, 

He conld nos tell her that ho had been in 
danget of loving Vera Hallam “ not wisely; 
but too well; that he had enffered many an 
hoar’s, pain because of her; and thas not 
antil he had’seen Mildred a woman, he had 
loft her a girl, was hia heartache healed, 

Even now he dresded’to me&ts the litile 
eyren, whose chatma had made such havoc iu 
hia breast. 

Some iostinss told him she ‘wad neither 
good nor true; bot mén art ap) to forges sith 


ioflacucs df stich beillians beauty ad the yourg 
widow boseted* 

Ié was not, however, in Mahride Pirth's 
nature to dwell opdn unpleasant’ fopic?; shi 
he qnicxly shodk off all memories of Vers. 
forgetting all bat his love for area, which 
grew with each day, until be himstlf was 
amszod by iis quist dopth And sttength. 

Mra»Firsth reesived the gir] very prettily. 
Her ova parents were delighted with sta’ em 
gagemeat, aud dongratalations poured in fro 
every side - 

AS for Mhuftce, each: day he disétvered 





women still, is waa difficalt te believe thig | 

etal vart- young man cznld possibly be her aon. 
“Is ia you, indeed, Maurice! How mad 

you must sve been to go out in auch horrid | 


weathér? You are quile sure you have | 


some fresh, bef&aty of mind and chafacté¥ ih 
hia fair betrothed, aud a révérence he never 
yet had fel for ary other wonian marked his 


manner fowarda her, 
The weather, which had beet ‘unuswalty cota | 














trifling details when‘ brought duider sha dirt } 


nent with fieroest'scorn and rage. He loved 

, atid bho Wap ait the world to him. 
_ With-legpibg-feePsbey trod the fragrant 
Jaties wittetr led: to-the Hall, loitering to gather 
$hecfawers whitt\grov all around in such 
i ; stopping by little rnatic bridges tc 
Pittto the ehallow depths of the clear, slow- 
misviny stresta, and it waa certainly half-an- 
hour later than Inncheon was announced shat 
they joined Mrs, Firth, 

Bus that lady did not rebuke them for their 
tardiness. She was in the highest good 
humour, babbling over with nows, which she 
Was eager to impart. 

“ Wautiod)’ she said, with ber moss juvenile 
air, “you must rejoice with me, Oar first 
visitor arrives to-morrow, and is actually 
Vera. My-deat- (turning to Miidred), I want 
you to kyaw her, She ie one of the greatest 
beanties of the day, and immensely olever. 
Bat I suppose Maurics has told yon all about 
Mra. Huilam ?—that ie her'name, She is & 
widow) and-onlyvtwensy-five.” 

Miidred-repticd that «her lover had no$ told 
het anséhing of: bis aequainaanae, « , 

“‘ Ali -ahet nanghsy one,’ oried Mes, Firth, 
with uplifted finger,‘ bow like-a man to be 
8; secretive, ' My desx, he wasaomally: fond 
od-her-onoé, and every bedy expected. he would 
mearty-her. You-are not jealous, Mildred?” 

‘‘ No, Lam not jealous,” the girl amawered, 
quietly, although #-strange-listie thrill.of pain- 
& moments stirredther heart. Her. lite held but- 
one lovs ; aie: hoped and prayed. that it. wad &6- 
with Maurice, f 

He wad vaxéd beyond measzitfe at hic 
mother’s foolish tle, ‘and cid no¥ soraple 
to show this, ua leaning Heart 6° Mildred, be 
whicpered,— 
‘There ieb 1! one cith in tie werldfor ae, 
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par em nator ene on — 


my queen, my queen!” and under cover cf 
ihe saole-cloth he gently pressed her hand. 

fad not his voice, hia touch, power to dispel 
any fear or doubt she might have entertained ? 
She emiled agsin, and, her.eyes. were dewy 
gofé, aa to heraelf she said,— 


‘Man has but one soul "tis ordained, 
And each soul but one love,” 


and so she was content, 

What did she oare that Vera Hallam had | 
eich rare baanty that men raved ai her, 
whilah Manrfcs found bér faizer still? Ont 
oculd she envy any woman if al! the world 
shilst eho herself held fast the treasure of Kis 
jove?—when he had chosen her bsfore them 
sit to ba hia wife, the dear and honoured 
companion of hig life? 





OBAPTER. il, 


Vers HaLiam wad standiog in the fall glow 
of the lamps when Maurice led Mildsed iato 
the drawing.room the nexi evening; and 
accustomed as the young man was to her 
beattty and Her brillianey he could scarcely 
repress an exclamation of admiration. She: 
looked like some beautifal minute tropical 
bird, Standing there in her crimson. pilk 
draperies, veiled by delicatest black Isce; she 
was 60 little that beside her Mildred appeared 
& tall woman, and but for her dress one might 
almost have taken her for # child, thera wae 
zuch an innoeent expression ia the large, soft 
crown eyes; such « wilfal yet wholly fasciont- 
ing look abouts the ripe, red lips. 

Her hair was black ss the raven's wing, hér 
complexion pure olive, with rich colouring ia 
the smoothly rounded cheeks, As ehe moved 
a little to meet Maurice thé rubies abont hex 
throat and wrists flashed and burned like 
living fire; the liquid, innocent eyes met hig 
with e half. pleading look which irritated him 
more than he cared to own. 

“ At last!” she said, in the softest of tones. 
“Mrs. Firth aad I brgan to despair of your 
coming, and were getting horribly. weary of 
each other.” Then she shot a swift glance at 
Mildred, and Mauriog hastened #6 introduce 
his flancée; to whore the widow waa especially 
gracious, 

“When I heard the. news of Mattrite’s 
engagement, I was so anxious to know.you, 
that I came down sooner than I intended—wa 
are such old, such vory old ‘friends, that. I sm 
interested in all that concerns him—and Yow, 
having seen you, Misa Delorme, I congratniate 
him, and I hope we stall be good friends too,” 
_The ohild-like beantifat face sppealed. par- 
ticularly ‘to’ Mildred; #hé pretty wisdning 
ways won 80. upon. her, that her voics was a 
trifle unsteady when sha. faid,— 

“T echo your wish, Mra, Hallam; Maurice's 
friend’ are mine.’ 

» Vera Isughed softly, and with her head 
Sorned a little aside, said gaily,— 

‘What sweet submission is conveyed. in 
your words! Désr Miea Delorme, I wonder 
will you always so readily accept your lord’s 
will as law! If you do, he will speedily became 
& most terrible tyrant—remember, I spesk 


- from experience ;" and then other guests cams 


in, and Vera was Ied away by a milifary- 
looking man, who esteemed hintself most for- 
tunate, 

Mildred found herself watching the little: 
lady throughont the dinner; she was go bright, 
£0 sparkling, is wad a pleasure only to. look 
upon her; bat she wondered.if she had loved 
her dead husband—asurely, she thonght in her 
Inuocent heart, if'she had done so, she could 
not he #9 gay. 

She did not then know that the beanty had: 
married of her own fréo will,'and at the sze of 
eighteen, an old icfirm millionaire, who, dying: 
three yeara later, had lets her sole mistress of: 
hia fortune aulers eho married sgain, If she: 
had been aware of this; she would vot have: 


Gelighted when later Vera took porscssion of| 
f& seat beside her, eaying with all a child's 
candeur,— 

‘*Lst us ceh better acquainted before the 
meén join us. Ob, Miss Dslorme, what a 
relief i? is to me to fiod I am not to degend 
Bolely on Mes. Firth for society. I won't ask 
yOu if.you. find her tedious, for I ana sare you 
do—she bores ms inexpressibly. But Maurice 
—dear delightinl, Maurice |—I felé I mnt ran 
down to witness hia felicity and congratulate 
him, We have always been sach. friends— 
Tast seagon people were stupid enough fo con- 
nect our names snd prophesy marriage for 
us; it was too ridiculona!” and.she laughed 
as #he looked into the sweet face, and sereze, 
bsantifal eyes. , ‘‘ Some girls would be.jealons 
of me, bné you are of a different mould-——” 

“T tross Maurice!” Mildred answered, 
softly, her eyes all aglow with love, ‘‘and I 
hope for his sake you will grow to consider me 
your friend.” 


others, With regard to your cther queatior 
I never supposed that. anything in my iife 
would interest you.” 

‘Bot it @id, and it Goca stil), Yon mest 
holieve that, Maurice, aud alshough you have 
not treated me quite as you should, I wis! 
you ail ths hsppinava you can desire for your. 
self, Mildred Delorme is a pretty girl ant 2 
swees one, You are fortunate to have won av 
great a priz3.” 

‘* Yes," he axsented, humbly, ‘I have ge! 
more thaa m7 Geserts,” and thea, ane gang 
open. the gatsa of Yorick'a Farm, and they 
entered, Mildred came ta, meas, them, witch 
outstretched hands aad smiling Jips, 

They lucched at the farm,.snd a merry 
meal id was, but Vera waa very qaias throog). 
out the homeward walk: Perkapa she wa 
tieed, and the heat of tha Cay. caade her indy. 
lens, And,Manurice was. thinking of Mildzec, 
alshongh every now and then Vera’a words 6 
anawer to his speeok—'' You. wouid never con- 





‘*How kind you are! And all the way 
down .to Dallington I was feeling afraid of 
you. I aursuch a stupid Jitile thing; I can- 
not hide my likes, and. dislikes, and I like 
Manrice so very much, that some girls would 


sent to marry me ’’—crossed hia miod to di:- 
tard and irritate him. ‘ How could you ici! 
that, when you did not even avk ms?” 

What did she intead to convey by ira 
speeob? Had she loved hia all along, aud 


be foricas, but you aro the most delightfally | nad nothing but hia own, cowardic3 asap’ 
trustfal.of fancécs, and I promise myself arca!' hesween thea? What it in had been sc ; 


good time, ag the children say, whilss I am | He did nos desire her now; h2 bad won the 
bere. You will Ict'me coma to see you, Miss hesy and dearest girl in Coristesdom, so 
Delorme? Maurice caw bring me, aud I will pig life lay all before him radiant wi) 





been 20 drawn to her; as it was, she wae 





promiece to play gooseberry after the moss 

approved fashion.” 

. 4 Nea to-morzow morning,” Ianghed Mil- 
re . 

ig 20.quaing and beautifal, and J can promise 

you & hearty welcome,” 

‘*T atall accept your. invite, by the way I 
atked for is, and you will sea me at quite an 
tnfathionably early hour.’’ 

Then the men came ing and Mrs, Hallam 
was surrowuded by & small crowd of admirers, 
all anxions fo secure. her favour; she was 
moat impartial in. the distribation of her 


forced to acknowledge to herself that sha waa 
a coquette; bat then her coquetry was that of 
& child, and, being ac beantifal, there was 
small wonder che should delight to show hor 
power over men. 

In the moxning Vera joined Maurice at 
breakfast, Mre. Firth fakizg beca in her own 
room acoording to custom; so the beanty pre. 
sidéd at table, and Maurice grudgingly allowed 
thai she was, if possible, lovelier sean.in early 
morning than she’ had been the provioua 
evening; there was such @ softucss in her 
Jarga dark eyes, such delicate bloom on 
thé exqnisite face, that one found it a hard 
matter to believe she had been woosd and 
married and widowed. ' 

Shé chatted throughout the meal in tho 
moss unembarrassed way, until Maurice 
began fo think that she had forgotten one or 


| #70 somewhat tender sosnes which had passed , 


Yams them, and grew more at ease with 
er. 


Bat when once en rouwe for. Yorick's Farm, | 


her maoner changed; something of entreaty 
came into her eyes, and the flower like face 
shadowed. 

“ Manrico,” she .asid in.a low voice, '‘do 
you think you have treated me quite fairly?" 

Fairly!” he literally gasped. ‘' What 
ado yon mean by that, Vera—Mrs. Hallam?” 

‘Let it remain Vera, between ua, we who 
once were such dear friends,’’ she answered, 
with down-dropped lids. ‘Why did you 
Ieave town in sach a hurry and without ona 
good-bye? Why. did you leave is to Mrs. 
Firth to inform me of y 
marriage? That.was hardly kind, and.so not 
like you.” 

The young man's face flashed. 

"TI lett town because then I cared for you | 
too much, knowing, ag I did, you would never | 
consent to Marry me.” ’ 

‘How could you tell that, when you did not 
even ack me?” she said, swifély. H 

* Perbaps I Knew by iuztinct, and you 


i showed me no more favour than you did 


“T would like you to see my home, it} 


happiness, 

Yet often, oh! so oltem those words te. 
‘curred to him, though he honestly strove to 
| forget them, 

i Verapever referred to them, never showed 
ighe remembered their ubierance, bat nozo blw 
leas she wag slowly and surely regaining bo. 
inflnence over him. 
He hated > feel i¢ was so, he even denie? 
it to himself; bat he: Kaew what ha hed, 
i Tiere were tin.13 when he even hated hor, a0 / 
; yet he could nos break from her. 
A wild unrest possessed him, and grad mally 


} Pmilea and glances, and even Mildzed wad yi, manner. grow strange, and someticr: 


' impatient even towards Mildred. 
| He did not trust Vera, be kacw the* 
i promised wife was far beyond hee fe gnti 
iand beauty of heart, and yet, wich «se Wasi 
{ness and inconsissenoy of man, Ho retarned «o 
| hig old idol and clang to ber with wiad iniastu.- 
| tion, j 
But Mildred never seuspestad how matters 
/Atoods Mantiog complained of ii!-hesiviyy io 
Bhe bore gently and pitifully with bia vargine, 
moods, aud, eves when his manwer hari her 
most, hoverad about him: with? fond obserx 
ances, and would not breathe one word of he: 
trouble even to her dear and  honoureit 
| parenta, 
| In her gentle heart she invented exoasns 
for him; and believed» the exounes. she 
invented, and still sonfided in and loved the 
beantifal friend Maurice had given her. 
| Anguet parsed, and ‘asilt Vera Haile 
lingered in Dattington, 

* Tused to hate the country,” she raid once 
with naiveté, “and conntry folks; bas, Millis, 
Gear, you and yours have msde a conver? 0! 
ims; Z would like to spend all my lifohere, ¥ 
| regret that I must so soon leave you. I am 
; due es Scarboro' next week, It ia an rie! 
standing invite, and I cannot well dectine F%- 
Bat you will write to me often, nice letters 
| like yonr’own dear celf; and although F au 3 
| Wretched correspondent, I promise to arawor 
you quickly and at length. When I retarn io 
town I shall expect you to spend # long, long 
‘time with me. Maurice and hid mother siali 


our appréacking come too, and we will form a cmall baa happy 


family.” 

And Mildred, knowing nothing, guessing 
nothing of Vera’s hypoorisy, kissed hez 
warmly, thanking her for her ‘ziendship ava 
her kindness, wondering how ebe could haya 
deserved either, 

That night when Maurice paced reatiessiy 
to and-fro on the lawn Vera joiued bia, Tiny 
were not entertaining, and Mrs. Firsh bad 
fallen asleep on @ couch, co that the g'xf 


So. 


tri ee 
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pleaded Joneliness as an sxouse for interrupt- 
ing hia reverie,— 

“ Which," she added, with a swift glanoe at 
hia sombre face, ‘did not seem to be of a 
pleaeant nature.” 

‘Ts waa not,” he answered, swiftly. “I 
was thinking of Mildred.” 

** What an ungallant remark,” retorted hia 
companion, “I can hardly believe the 
evidence of my own ears,” and she waited, 
with a half-scornfal amile for his response. 

“I was thinking,’’ Maurice said, heavily, 
“ what a brute I am to her, and how little I 
deserve her trust. Vera, you don’t even guess, 
perhaps you cannot understand, how good and 
wy pale in the light 

er face was very moonlight, 
ber eves flashed angrily. 

*' You flatter me,” she panted rather shan 
said, “I cannot understand the beauty of 
goodness and purity! Toen I am not a fit 
companion for your paragon of brides?” 

‘‘ Vera ! hear me, do not distort my words 
into such hideous meaning. You shall listen," 
as she moved as though to leave him. ‘'I 
have made an awful muddle of my life, and I 
cannot see yet how to get out of it. I am 
bound by honour to the best and tenderest of 
girls, and, Heaven forgive me! I am false in 
spirit if not in deed towarda her. If I show 
her thia it will break her heart, If I keep my 
bond, my life is spoiled |"’ 

** And the other woman—of course there is 
one-- must she saffer because of your scruples 
and Mildred Delorme’s pleasure? Does not she 
fove you?” 

“I do not know. I dare not ask. She ia 
the queen of coquettes ; and even if ske loved 
me, I musi keep my faith to Mildred.” 

““T see,” murmured the soft, mocking voice, 
** You are like Sir Lancelot in one respect,— 


*¢¢ His honour rooted in dishonour stood, 
And faith, unfaithful, kept him falsely true! ” 


And with those words she left him, flitting 
like a shadow towards the house, 


OHAPTER III. 


Ir was the last night of Vera's stay at the 
Hall, and a great dinner was to be given in 
her honour. 

Mildred, a little paler and graver than she 
uased to be, dressed slowly and seriously, for 
she was anxious and oppressed by a sense of 
overhanging calamity. 

It had been borne at last upon her unsus- 
a mind that she was leas necessary to 

urice than she had been; and sometimes 
her heart had failed her when she intercepted 
his glances towards Vera, heard the tone of 
his voice when he addressed her. 

Bat then they were such old friends, and it 
could not be—oh! Heaven forbid—that 
Maurice could be falee. She would trust him 
even as she had promised to do, for doubt 
would be more oruel than death. 

Bhe went to the Hall under her mother's 
wing. and Maurice met them with the gentle 
courtesy which made him such a favourite 
with women; and yet there was something so 
distrait in hia manner, that Mrs, Delorme, 
who, in her love for her child, was quicker to 
suspect slight and falsehood, watched him 
carefally. 

Mildred was not looking her best; an air of 
wearinesa and constraint hang over her, and 
her eyes were heavy as though with weeping 
or with thought; and there was Vera smiling 
and brilliant. daintily clad in some fantastic 
Indian silk of numerous shades. 

She looked as though she had never shed a 
tear in the course of her briillant life, and 
Mra. Delorme, whose liking for her had of late 
changed to doubt, watched her with hard and 
angry eyes, and when the ladies repaired to 
the drawing-room would soarcely vouchsafe 
her a word, 


Biill later, when she missed the gay little 


heart was sore for her darling. 


ber night, 


and gave way to her bitter thoughts. 


Bo sheltered was her chosen 
robed figare embowered in olustering ivy. 


voice smote on her ear. 


understand nor return. 
stolen away my senses,” 


said a word of what was in your heart, 
it ia not too late for happiness yet.” 


hap ee 


you loathe.” 
The wretched girl in her hiding: place 


anguish. Maurice was speaking again. 
patron gaint ; I wes a better man while I 


such misery for ua both?” 


“T came,” she said, with slow deliberation, 
stolen you away ;" and even in the midst of 
her anguish Mildred, remembering how thia 
woman had deceived her, wondered how 
much was false, how much true in her 
complex natare, 

‘‘Maurice! Maurice! You cannot say 
Mildred Delorme can be to you what I have 
been, what Iam. There is but one course open 
to you—you must break with her. Mine is 
tbe prior colaim—can you send me away?” 

He looked on the lovely face, so dimpled 

and childish, the half.sad, half-arch eyes, and 
stretched out his arma as though to draw her 
> aed bat he let them fall slack!y to his 
sides. 
‘“* Vera, for the love of Heaven do not tempt 
me; leave me some semblance of manhood. 
To-night I have tasted to the very drega the 
bitterness of self.scorn. ™ you love me, you 
will help me to grasp the last shreda of honour 
and self.reapect fast,” 

‘“‘ Love is more than all,” she answered, her 
flashing glance meeting his, “and you know 





that in turning your back upon it you are 


figure, and Maurice did not come in with the | losing the beat part of your life. 
men, the frownon her brow darkened, and her 


































Mildred knew this, and she sickened with 
the thought that Maurice had to-night per- 
sistently avoided her—she had even overheard 
comments to that effect—and maddened by 
her grief, she watohed her opportunity to 
escaps into the sweet serenity of the Septem. 


Toe moon was at the fall, and flooded the 
beautifal grounds with its clear white light, 
80 that every tree and flower stood out into 
bold relief. 


Mildred went quickly until she came to a 
retired nook, by which ran a narrow path 
ome the grottoes, and here she seated 


The serpent had indeed entered the para- 
oa ae aa ae Oe wom Om me 


spot tha) one 
might well pasa it without seeing the dark 


Certainly the two approaching her never 
teeth with a shaddering breath as Maurice's 


“I thought, and I think still, Vera, that 
you were only trifling with me, and I know 
how mad I am to love you. I do not trust 
you, but it is my curse to adore you with a 
| mad, unreasoning adoration you can neither 
Your beauty has 


“If,” aaid the soft, sweet voice of the little 
creature beside him, “if any other man had 
spoken such words to me, I never would have 
forgiven him! Why do you so distrust me? 
And when you so hovered about me, yet — 


you have had me take the initiative ? Maurice, 


“ Hash!” he said, hoarsely. ‘‘I have made 
& mistake, and must bear the consequences of 
my folly. Do not have it on your conscience 
that you robbed me of honour as well as of 


“Then my happiness counts for naught; 
and for the eake of a foolish scraple you will | er 
keep your promige to that pale girl whom now 


could 
have shrieked aloud, but not for worlds should 
these two see her in the first throes of 


**T do not loathe her ; I love and reverence 
her as some devotee loves and reverences hia 


faith with her. Vera, why did you come to 
change the current of my life, to work out 


They were standing quite still with the 
moonlight falling fall upon her bare head and 
uncovered shoulders; the soft brown eyes 
were uplifted to Maurice's white, stern face,— 


“because you belonged to me, and she had 


I have 
stooped to plead with you; I have borne your 
bitter words in patienoe—do me the kindness 
to forget my folly." She moved from him, 
awiftly, but he, following closely, cried,— 

‘* Vera, my darling! my darling! Thia ig 
more to me than you can guese;”’ and then 
the voices grew fainter, the shruba hid their 
figures from Mildred’s sight, and she was 
alone with her despair. 

She neither wept nor moaned; there is 
grief too deep for tears—only, she rose ever 
80 slowly from her seat, and stood silent and 
motionless for awhile, with her face all white 
and distorted. Then the poor white, tremulous 
hands were lifted high above the fair head as 
though in mad appeal to Heaven for mercy, 
and on the stillness of the divine night came 
the broken cry,— 

‘‘Oh, Heaven! oh, Heaven! How shall I 
bear it? How shali I bear it?” 

How sweet life bad been to her so short 
a while ago? She had soarcely dwelt upon 
the fature because the present was -o 
And now it was all over; she bad loved and 
lost, she had trasted and been deceived ; then 
surely death was the only good thing left her, 
Ah! this dreadfal heartache! Would it 
always be thus, through all the years allotted 
her to live? Slowly her hands fell, until 
they covered her anguished eyes, and ag she 
stood there she prayed for strength to bear 
and courage to hide the blow she had received. 
Then, like one in a dream, she made her way 
unocertainly across the level lawns, amongst 
the flower-beds, pausing only once to say 
under her breath,— 

“Maurice! Maurice! You shall be happy 
and free even at the coat of my broken heart! 
Heaven forbid that I should aelfishly spoil 
your life!” A little sob rove to her lips, she 
resolately repressed it; thie was no time for 
weakness, she was not the only woman to 
suffer in silence, and in silence her strength 
would grow. She reached the houge, and, 
pausing outside, listened to the sound of gay 
voices and laughter, the softened strains of a 
popular waltz a young girl was playing; and, 
as she stood there, one of the guests joined 


*‘ Mies Delorme, if it were not too —y 
nent I would ask you what you are doing 
here. We have all missed you, and Firth looks 
miserable.” 

The face turned upon him was very white, 
bat the lips were smiling. 

“*T came out because my head was aching 
so badly. I will go in presently, although the 
beauty of the night might well tempt one to 
stay ont longer!” 

* But it ia growing cold, and your dress is 
thin. Let me bring you a wrap ” 

* Qh, no! no! and indeed I am very warm ; 
but I will go in now.” 

Her temples ached and throbbed ; but she 
gave no sign either of her physical or mental 
pain, and throaghout the remainder of that 
terrible night bore herself with a firmness and 
dignity strange in one so young and 40 
unaccustomed to pain. 

No one, save her mother, guessed that 
things were not quite as they should be with 
her; but she was wise not to comment upon 
thia until they were alone, 4 

Maarice cloaked her carefally, and stooping 
took the good-night kiss. She almost 
screamed aloud. They would stand together 
no more thus in all the yeara to come, Oh, 
cruel! most cruel! She laid ber slender, 
angloved hand on his; he started at the touch, 
for the little fiogers burned like live coal. 

“You are ill!" he said. i 

‘* No, only tired ; it has been a long evening. 
Maarice, you will come over 10 morrow?” 

‘That of course, Mildred. 16 ia not often 
I absent myseif from you and the farm.” 

Bat early—quite early. and alone. I have 
something to say to you,” she angwered, 
feverishly, ‘“‘something of greatest import- 
ance,” and then as Vera's soft voice sounded 
dlosé by them, she simply added, “ You will 
not fail me. Good-night!" and went away 
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4 returning Mrs. Hallam‘s gay fare- 
en . He hardly knew, his mind was in such a 


il. 
"Ghe went down to breakfast at the usual 
hour, and neither parents commented on her 
pallor; perhape they guessed ita cause $00 
gell, and feared lest any words of theirs 
ghould break down her wonderfal seif.control. 

After breakfast she took out her hat and 
walked towards the gates which separated the 
garden from the fields ; and presently she saw 
Maurice coming towards her, and waited for 
nim to join her, 

She replied quietly to his greeting, and, 
allowing him to take her hand, went with him 
#0 an arbour close by. 

“ Now,” he said, smiling down upon her, 
“what is this wonderfal business upon which 
you would consult me? Ie it of such & serious 
nature it must be discussed privately and 
without delay ?” 

“Do not jest upon it,” she said, quiokly, 
whilst one slender hand strayed to her throat 
and rested there. as though to ease that awfal 
choking sensation which seemed to stay her 
voice. 

‘Maurice! ob, Maurice! is death worse 
than this?” 

His face whitened as hia eyes met hera so 
wide with angoish, and he knew in a flash 
that in some way she bad learned the truth. 
He was so covered with shame, and sorrow for 
her sorrow, that words failed him, and he 
atood silent before her. His very weakness 
gave her strength, and she went on, wearily,— 

“IT do not blame you, dear. She—Vera 
Hallam—is very besutifal, and if she oan 
make you happy, Heaven forbid that I should 
stand between you, or spoil the life I hoped to 
make so glad. I heard you. I saw you 
toge'hor last night, I did not mean to listen, 
and yet I am thankfal that a chance was given 
me to know the truth before it was too late. 
I—I—oh! Maurice, why do you look at meso 
strangely? You are free, quite free. I am 
hurt a little now, bat I shall not saffer long; '" 
and then her white hands went up to hide her 
poor white face, and with a shadder she heard 
nis voice break the momentary silence. 

‘I dare not ask you yet for forgiveness, 
Mildred, and yet in time [ hope you will ac- 
cord me that grace, and let me be to you what 
T have been. I am wholly unworthy you, but, 
ad Heaven ia my witness, I never thoughs I 
could have sunk as low as this. I never 
dreamed I should be the firat to bring trouble 
to you. It is true I love Vera Hallam—I 
loved her long ago--bas I cannot take my free. 
dom. Let us together forges my madness; I 
will do my beat to make you happy.” 

Her mournfal eyes mes hia fally then, 

“Happy! with such knowledge as we 
possess standing always between us. Ah! 
Maurice, you deceive neither yourself nor me. 
You loved her first—you are hers by right— 
let her take her own. In a little while we will 
meet again as friends, bat not lovers any more. 
it is better so, and Heaven will help me to 
bear my pain.” 

As he looked on that sweet, white face, so 
fall of tenderness and self.abnegation, he 
realised how much he was losing; saw for the 
first time all the beauty of the pure soul 
Shining in the deep eyes, and hesitated. 

Could Vera ever be to him what this girl 
might have been? And then he thought of 
- Sook eneenen, her yy ways, aud 

glamoor was upon him, although he 
still made an effort so resiat it, 

“Tell me traly, Miidred, if I promise by 
all that I hold sacred, neither to see nor to 
Speak to Mra. Hallam again, will you still ad- 
here to your decision?” 

“Yes. You do not love me any more, 
sannot be your wife—only your friend.”’ 

He litted her hand to his lips. 

“Yon are an angel,” he said, ‘and all my 
life long I shall hate myself that I was such a 
scoundrel to you.” 

“No,” she said, gently, “not that. You 
Were only mistaken with regard to your feel- 
ings concerning me. And now go, and in 
80ing remember you are free,"’ 


{ 
‘ 








Was he glad or sorry as he turned to obey ? 
, 4 i Ine desd, for you are my life!’’ and then he 


chaos; and having watched him through the 
length of the first field, Mildred went slowly 
to the house in sesrch of her mother, whom 
she found sewing in the breakfast-room. 

Without a tremor in her voice, she said,— 

‘* Mother, I have been talking to Maarice, 
and he agrees with me that our engagement 
haz been a mistake. He is going to marry 
Mrs. Hallam.” 

Her quiet manner, her fearless eyes, could 
not deceive Mrs. Delorme. She knew too 
well the strength and depth of her child's 
natare, 

With a ory fall of pity and pain she stretched 
out her arms to Mildred, who, suddenly elnk- 
ing on her knees, hid her face in her 
mother's skirts, and -remained so until 
the paroxysm of pain had passed. 

And Manrioe, retracing his atepe, hated and 
cursed himself for his falsehood, which seemed 
the blacker to him with the light of Mildred’s 
words shed upon it. 

“T trast my life into your hands without 
one fear or doubt; I jadge your heart by my 
own, and I know it cannot fail me.” 

Alas! alas! how had he re warded that love 
and trast? Was there a man on earth more 
despicable than he? And torturing himself 
thas, he went in to Vera's presence, a gloomy 
suitor indeed. 

‘Well? she said, glancing quickly up, 
‘have you seen Miss Delorme?” 

‘* T have, and she has given me my freedom. 
Vera, will you marry me?" 

The colour flashed her cheeks. 

‘' Are you sure, quite sure you are speaking 
trath?" 

‘'T am as sure of that ag that I am a black- 
guard,”’ he answered, moodily. ‘I cannot 
tell you now what she eaid, or how she looked ; 
I only know I wish she had some one to 
punish me as I deserve.” 

‘You are hardly complimentary to me, 
and—and you forget I love you, Maurice,” 


CHAPTER IV, 


“T po not forget that, seeing that your love 
must stand me in liea of my lost honour. 
Vera, when will you marry me?”’ 

She was silent a moment, sitting with 
downcast eyes and thoughtfal face; then lay- 
ing geutle hands in hie, she said,— 

** Not yet, notquite yet, Maurice; it would seem 
such wanton cruelty to Mildred Delorme, and 
the world would ory shameon us for oor inde. 
cent haste, Then, too, I should not like to be 
pointed cut as the woman for whose sake you 
jilted your sweetheart, because in a case like 
this the poor woman bas always to bear the 
blame. Bat you may join me at Scarborough, 
and then we will arrange everything defiaitely. 
Won’s that plan satisfy you, dear?" 

‘‘T suppose it must. I supp>se, too, that 
you know best how to act under cur peculiar 
circamstances; and not for worlds would I 
put another slight upon Mildred. Of course I 
cannot stay here at present to risk she chance 
of meeting her at every turn. I shall godown 
tu Venables at Gloucester.” 

Vera was angry that even now he thought 
so mach of her hapless rival, and that his 
manner was 60 disturbed; bat she gave 
no hint of her real feeling, as with her head 
upon his shoulder she looked with soft eyes 
into his, and listened whilst he made his 
plang. 

“Vera,” he said, in conclusion, “‘ you are 
sure that youlove me well enough to give up 
your fortane for my sake? My darling! my 
darling! You can never guess all that you 
are to me, or what a wreck any falsehood on 
your part would make of my life.” 

“If I did not love you,” she answered, 


gently, ‘should I have promised to be your, 
wite, seeing how much I lose? My love! my l 


love! why do you doubt me?" 


‘I don’t doabt you. If I did I had better 
kissed her madly, for a while forgetting Mit- 


, dred with her pale face and deep anguished 
eyes, 


Vera was 80 loving and so kind, freer with 


j her favours than ever Mies Delorme had been, 
‘and, man like he believed then she loved bim 


better than the pale girl who had so nobly 
given him his freedom. 

Bhe went to Scarborongh the following day, 
and Maurice lett Dallington for Gloucester, 
His journey was not a bsppy one, for he was 
haunted by Mildred’s memory. There had 
been, there still would be, moments when, 
succumbing to Vera's witcheries, he would for- 
get her; but never for long. 

Again and again her pale sweet face wouid 
rise before him; and althovgh wildly, rest- 
leesly happy in his fiancée’s love, when alone 
doubts of her utter truth, hate of his own 
faleehood, would render his hours miserable, 

Bhe wrote him frequently I-tters so fall of 
love that he had been a Didymus indeed 
longer to distrast her, and he told himself 
fondly that a happy future lay before him—if 
only he could forges Mildred! Bat she stood 
like a ghost bet veen him and perfect joy. 

Towards the close of September he went to 
Soarborongh, where Vera met him with all 
the observances of love; but he was irritated 
and annoyed to find her time so fally ocoupied 
that ahe had little leisure to accord him those 
téte 2 tétes to which he had looked so longingly 
forward. 

She had suitors, too, in plenty, and seeing 
this he begged her to allow the pnblic 
announcement of their engagement; but 
always she urged, ‘Consider poor Mildred,” 
and that was the most forcible plea che cou'd 
urge, 

Among the men who hovered about her wag 
Lord Hillier, a well-preserved man of forty, 
whose title was not his only possession, and of 
him Manrice was extravagantly jealous. Bay 
his litsle fiancée laughed him to scorn when he 
con"eseed this. 

‘Why, be isan old man, you stupid boy,’ 
she said, 

* Not so old as Augustus Hallam when yoa 
married him!” 

* Atl bot that was againat my will, with- 
out my consent. It is you only I love, dear 
Maarioe, and you must learn to trast me, or 
we never can be happy.”’ 

‘* You are so beaatifal,’’ he said, miserably, 
‘180 courted and flattered, that I never shall 
have rest or peace until I can call you wife!" 

“T love you,’ ahe answered, moved beyond 





her wont, “‘ no one beside yourself could touch 


‘my heart. And now I will be very good to 
. you, although you do not quite deserve any 


kindness, you jealous boy. At the commence- 
ment of the new season you shall make known 
your right of proprietorship, and claim ms 
when you will!” 

He was but half content, and questioned, 
gloomily,— 

‘' In the meanwhile what am I io do?” 

‘‘Oht there are a hundred and one things a 
man can do to pass the time quickly and 
pleasantly. You might travel; and, by-the- 
way, I ought to tell you I have les my town 
house, and am going to the Riviera with Mre. 
Thorpe. Is will be better for all parties oor - 
cerned, and will prevent all scandal. How 
glum you look.’ 
“IT was wondering when I should see you 
again after you leave here? ” 
“Why, in February at the latest; and we 
oan correspond daily if you wish it, dear.” 
‘* You propose leaving me for five months. 
You are quite willing to suffer separation?’ 
‘* Not willing ; bat I consider that thie ie the 
only course open to us, for the eake of the 
world’s opinion, and in memory of that nobie 
girl who has given us to each other. And 
then,” coquettishly, ‘I would perhaps test 
your love by absence. You fo me once, 





you might again, and I can only be happy 
when sure of your heart |"” 
She looked so beantifal standing there in her 
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glittefiog'e Ix3 and jaweil, that be crie!, pas- 
Bi nately,— Ht , 

* Look into my eyes and doubt ma if you 
can! Llova you! love you! lové you! with 
all-my roul and strength. Be hind to me, 
dea* heart!” 

“Tam kind,” she whispered, “and you are 
very exacting with your poor little girl! You 
donot understand, Mavrice; how often your 
dosbts and jealousies render me Wretched." 

And then, o? course; be was all contrition, 
and raiced no farther objections td her plans; 
but he waa rather staggered when he learned 
castially that Lord Hillier formed ote of Mri. 
Thorpe’ party, and wrofe to Vera on the 
enbdjsot. f 

Her tender and apparently gnilelesd reply 
tolled his doubts, and he deepiced himself that 
he oould be 86 sneptticn of the woman he 
shontd one day make bis wife. 

He spent the time of probation in wander- 
ing from place to place. Stay at Dallington’ 
ke could not, when every faniilia¥ scene 
rem'nded him of hia tréachéfy, and of the 
hapdy, peacefal hours He had spent with Mi!- 
Cred; cf whom he now heard nothing. for 
Mrs. Firth had also gone abroad, and from 
her he seldom heard, f 

So the time slipped by, until a new season 
began, and Vera wrofe that she was retutn: 
ing; that she wotld be plad indéed if he 
wou'd csll opofi her ‘as soon’ as possible after 
ber arrival in town, whete she would take up 
quarters with Mrs. Thorpe until ber marrisge; 
and he waited impatiently for her comizg, 

The day before her arrival he went to 
Dallington to secute the jewels every bride of 
his rac) had worn, and he carried thesé to 
town with s proud sense that they were worthy 
evn of Vers. 

Is was too early yet to oall upon her, e6 he 
strolled into a café for some’ slight refreth- 
mént; there, heedlessly glancing down the 
columns of a sociéty paper; his eyea_ were 
arréated by the followibg announcement: 

“We understand a marridge has been 
arranged between Lord Hellier and Mrz, Vera 
Haliam, the young and lovely widow of Mr, 
Augnstus Hallam, the great railway con- 
tractor. By her seodhd unior the lady Inces 
the whole of her Jate consort’s vast fortune; 
bat Lord Hellier'ig a rich man, and can’ well 
afford to dispense with a bride's dowry.” 

Maurice read’ thoee few lines spain and 
again in & atate of stopefaction; then hé 
canght up his haf, and; mad with rage and 
pain, went hurriedly to visit Vera. 

A pompons footman admitted hich, osherfrg 
him into the daintiest’ of rooris, where he 
waited an unconscidnable’ time for Mrs, 
Hallam’s coming. 

Bat at length be heard the swisk of her 
skirts, and looking up’ caw her standiby, pole 
and beantifnl, in the open’ dodrwsay. Ad- 
vanoivg, he took her by the hand; and losing 
the door, asked abruptly,— 

“Vera, is it trae’ you marry Hellie??” 

She looked at him wifh half-frightened 
eyer ; in this mood she did ridt know him 

* You must not be angry,” she pleaded! her 
infantile features all couvaleed with fear and 
the path Which was so newto her, “I meant 
to be true, I did inéeed; bat when I enw what 
T mitiat lose by marrying you, I—I bégsiti'to 
think it would be far bette® to marry Lord 
Helticr. I at not fit to’ be sny bat a rich 
yoan's wife, Manrice, don’t’ look like that, 
I do love you! oh, indeed EF do!" 

Bat he interrupted quickly. 

* Do not take love’sname upon sour lips; it 
ja deseorastion. On, wen’! ‘oh, wortai't' 
what poegeséed” you to’ miake”haveo’ éf ‘our 
lives?" 

“Ie wae becanse you’ were moré tote than 
any other, I did not’ dream how hard © it 
woold be to part from’ you; bat T knew from 
the firet'we never cotld’ join bards, Only 1 
wanted # little happiness before we said good. 
bye, and'I was’ angry shat Mildred Delorme) 
& pale; quiet country gitl, should wrest son 
from me. My pride atid my love wonld not 
subinit to euch a slight.’ See, I epedk to’'you 





noW withddt'conteatnidit’) Add’ I vowed 1 
would win your heart agaifi; you know best 
if I have ‘dotie so.’ I neyer meant fo 1ét you 
go, uhless’'some very eligibld shittr presented 
himeelf. Maurite! Maurite! if you were 
but rich!” 

“T thank Heaven I am not,’ he retorted, 
roughly, ‘or I should hayé won my wile by 
my wealth! Ob, you néed not l6ck soccared ; 
Iam not going to reproath you. or to make 
known your duplicity to MHellier. I is 
enough'for rhe that you are falie.”’ 

He turned as if to go, but sht oldny weeping 
to him. She loved him‘ just then’ tod well to 
part coldly from him. 

You must not leave me eo. ‘It is a dtnel 
fate that stande between us, bub'T love you.’ 

‘A little levi thar’ rahk’or title," he an- 
swered, unloosing her clinging hands: “ Well, 
you have made your choice, and I'shall not 
complain. Indeed, I have no’ right to’ re. 
proach you, having played the traitcr myrelf 
for your sake, You are béautifal efodyh'to 
win any man’s heart, I hardly wonder shat 
Hellier should coves what I found fair; and 
I wish you happiness. Women like you do 
not suffe¥ long, wealth and position are all in 
all to them.” 

* Yott won't see’ How’ ortiely I am placed,” 
Vera oriéd, petulanfly. “I havé lived’ in 
loxary foo long to be content with the mere 
necessaries of life. Wish me godd:bye as dite 
you bavé loved’; you must fot leave me in 
anger."’ 

“Not in syger,” he answered, heavily, 
‘but in contemp’ of myéélf. I was’ a blind 
fool to trues my life into your harids; I was s 
scoundrel! to betray'a good womah'’s faith, and, 
deserving my fate, I will acceps it without s 
murmur.” 

He:pat her gently aside and went out; and 
Vers flarg herself ‘upon’ a couch, crying in 
impotent rage. 

‘*He despises me #00 much to Hate ms’! 
Hé will g6 back to her and she will forgive 
him! Why, why was I fool enough ever to 
lose my heart to him?” 

Maurice scarcely knew how the few weeks 
following that interview passed; everyone 
aronond him spoke’ of the coming marriage 
which was to be quite the event of the season, 
he wat glad that'so few knew’ of his fifatna.- 
tion. Vera herdel? had written birh, deolsring 
soleranly she had néver meant fo deceive him ; 
buf that on the nigh¥’ prévious to her retarn 
to England, Lord Hillier bad proposed mar. 
riage, and that’ she, dazzidd by thé splendid 
future her imagination’ conjared up, had 
actepted him. 

It wap better 80; she was unfifted for a 
quict life, and he would coon forget, For the 
rest, Bhe crayed his mercy and forgiveness. 

The letter was incriminating ; if is fell into 
the Hands of an unsoraptlonus person it might 
make terrible trouble between Lord and Lady 
Hillier, so he destroyed it: the woman he had 
once loved, or 7". he loved, should not 
sniffer throtigh him, even though’ ‘she had 
wrotged him nd ond other gricvotely: 

A little later Vera Was mifriedy and théh, a 
very madhess of self.soorn, hatred and” ont- 
raged love posseesing him, Maurice planged 
into every excess, Until’ his eolicitor, growing 
alarmed by bis extravapant ~ expenditure, 
reoasiled Kim ‘to’ a sénee of his condition, and 
remonstratéd with him £6 seVérel¥ upon’ his 
folly, thas the yonng rman was heartily 
ashamed, and, facttig his Giffidtltids, deter. 
thined’ to mets Yhem as bebariie’ one of bis 
honett'¥ace:” — » 

It waa sirange bow often his thoughts 
reverted to" Mildred; what a deep, insdtiable 
longitg he hid to see her once sgdin. He 
began to realiee now how much He had lost, 
and in his heart’ of hearts he’ knew sHa¥ the 
lové He had borne her Had never died’ out; 
that it was sn’ igndble passitn he had 
— tor’ Vera’ Hallam, and to‘himeelf he 
Bald, — be 

“Twill g6 to Mildréd, and’ tell her all’ the 
truth. She is mercifal av weil as good ; per- 


hap in time shé will nof only forgive, but make 
me happy once again, 

_ Like the prodigal he wert back 10his Home, 
10 'find Mrs, Firth in tears oye? Vera's Wicked- 
nites ; lanienting’too over the folly which’ haz 
mate hith jit so dweef'a piel as Itildreg 
Delormé ; it was hard shay #ho nickel pave in 
Dalinogton should be olodéd to he¥ beostisa' cv 
hie ficklenéss, He heard her thritt2W with » 
efeaty sigh, titi he st ont f ir Yorick' Farm, 
ahd a¥ the gate where ‘lotig” syo—oh’} 80’ long 
ago itseemed they had parted—hbah W Mildred. 
She heard hie step, she would’ havs Kiowh it 
among 8 thousand, and her fade Was whité ss 
murble as she confronted him. Shé sotild tict 
speak, she seemed frozen where mia! ‘and 
he in an sgony of remidrée sirStcted” ont 
longing Bands to Ker. 

“Mildred, T have come bavk {0 you. I cat. 
not live without you!” he said, brokenly. 

A slow-gathering sodtn darkened he? eyes, 

** You havé forgottén Vera,” she answered, 
quietly, “ and yet you vowed f> mé you loved 
oer above and beyond all the world can give.” 

‘‘ She deserted me; she has been some time 
married, as you parhaps ‘know, to Lord 
Hillier; he was a mpch more eligible’ parti 
than T; in the'world’s eyes she Chosd" wisely. 
Mitdred, Mildred! you wers alwags Rind, do 
nbt send me away in anger now sat'T have 
- my folly and disobvered my utter need 
of you.’ 

Her fate was pitifal, but it showbd rio least 
sign of granting his prayer. Stim and erect 
she Bfood, and when he met her glance he 
knew what her reply mnst bo, 

‘You need me now,” she safd, ever £0 
sotily, “ when your heart ig heavy’ with the 
pain of her rejettion; bat yoo will not need 
me‘ long. Twice’ you sought her, twict you 
havd honoured mé by wishing fo make me 
your wife; and in time you will forget ue 
both and be happy with some other worn. 
Maurice! Matricé! I love you with’ all my 
sont, I shail do B60 uritil I die, but audh @ Kove 
ai your’, my stronger heart disdaii# ;" and eo 
good-bye, and Heaven’ blesd you arid make 
your life bright avain—we can’ only part.” 

“ This ia your final answer? " 

She bowéd her head; perhiapy shé tould not 
speak. 


CHAPTER V. 


He went #0 Scotland ‘for awhile to recruit 
his health, and Isy plans for the fatdré. He 
wanted work, in that oily lay bid Fafvastion. 
So he turned his attention to’ pélitiés; and 
after awhild he began to take vo" réar anc 
+horotigh an interéit in ther’ that’ cl@ér men 
shia he would mike his’ mark.” 

He néver knew until long, lodg afse¥watds 
how Mildrei followell -all hie” mbvemente 
thréuph Whe mediam of the psp*rs, how the 
gloriéd in his ‘sucotaséy, how ehe*shared his 
triumphs with him, and how oftdi’the fair 
head was bowed in sores for hint,’ 

He‘hardly dared think of Her at’s¥l5 ‘for he 
knéw that in all his life be had loved bat ore 
woman, and that woman he haa wronged. 

He Ley eresstee Fr ag the dying y cath for s 
sight of theif native land. 

Deep down in hia heart, all unathknbwisdgec 
even to hithself, there lived a spark of hope, 
that’ when years bad patsed; when fame end 
wealth slike were bis, te wonld go'to Mildred 
and find her waiting for hith—alwh ys loving 
hith, axa ~~ & trusting — agiin—and® they 
two would bé*hbppy together, 

When" more ine @ year had! goré he met 
Lady Hillier at a promenade ooricert.” She 
waa Idoking® éepéciatly’ beautifal’ it a dainty 
beliotrop#' costume, and with the little im- 
perions gesture he sd’ well ‘renierhBered, eho 
miotidned Him to Her Bide. 

“Have you heard the news?” she quet- 
tioned when, with ill-concealed rélaéwmbe, he 
joinéd her, “If not, Tam going to interest 
you: It condéefis the Delormes.” 

He started, and his colour changed, thovgb 





ever 80 slightly. 
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Veta saw it with & throb of anger; bht she 
was $00 much of a woman of. the world to 
show this, ao she went on, with just the proper 
amount of sympathy in her voice,.jast,the 
correct expression of regret upon her lovely 
face,— 

‘“‘T am.go sorry for: Mrs, Delorme and. poor 
Mildred. I heard, quite: accidentally. to-day, 
that Mr. Delorms is dead—the-effects: of. a' 
sunstroke; and it seems he has not lefé his 
widow in very good circumstances. The farm 
ia heavily. mortgaged... It is very bard’! 

He stood. looking. down: upon her. with 
troubled eyes.. 

“Is ia very hard,’’ he echoed, absently.; 
“ they were.such a happy family, and Mildred 
was devoted so her father.” 

Then, .-befere ,Vera. could. say. more,» some 
friends».jxined them, and presently i 
contrived to escape. 

“ Mildred: was in trouble.’ That was the 
one though’ possessing. him ;.she was’ in 
trouble, and he had not the right to go to 
her to offer her. the, least. oramb: of. comfort, 
Ta hia: uttershame at his‘owninconstanoy, 
he dared not so much as send her s mossage 
of condolence ; for, coming from. him,\ that 
would. seem: am: iasulé to her, Mildred: my 
Mildred!" he ssid ageimand sgain, you are 
avenged. I wonder; dear*heart, if you~ have 
forgottea ?-it you: quite: hate.:the memory’ of 
me? Poor. child! ins trouble—in’ poverty! 
Ly + you do- with: noone’ near. to help 
yon 

Taree. months later: letter reached: bim 
from: his mosher, whieh only added to his 
barthenof anxiety. 

Sho waenot generally's very lnminous corre- 
epondent; bat now sha wrote at length; under: 
lining-maty words: and sententes, 

_Atver telling-hioa' of her numerous’ fancied 
ailmente, upon which she expatiated: pathoti. 
cally, she went-on to say :> 

‘‘ And no # for some-very cad'nows,: Ii is only 
three montita siocs poor Mr. Dalorme died, and 
yesterday hia widow was baried;, Sonte pagyle 
say hie losa-broke her hears, bus I anderstend 
she had soma kind of fever; and as’ I haves 
nervous horror of anything contagious, and 
am myself co very, very fdt from well, I did 
not venture’ to’ call:on Mildred; but I sent 
Fyson daily toingaira: 

“16 ie cruelly hurd dpon Mildred, of course ; 
bat all things'considered, it ia fortanate that 
your engagement was’ cancelled; ag she’ bay 
coarcely anything of her own, 

“Tha farm, you see, is heavily mortgaged; 
and when the yearly interest ia paid, it is 
already let‘to some nice pedple named Fran. 
ton, thera will ‘be hardly anything lefé for 
Mildred, 

‘Tn passing, let me remark she did not even 
callto wish’ mae good-bye, which I consider a 
very greatslight. I do not know whére sho 
has gone. Some-say she has accepted a situa. 
tion ag companion, cthere she hae been adopted 
by one of her mother's rélatives—s certain 
Mrs. Fostér—who has been’ it Dallington for 
severe) Oays, 

‘* Mra, Poster ia reported to be rich, bat one 
cannot tras to reports: Some'sey she is the 
widow of that Professor Foster who spent 
half his life exploring Africa—that she Kas 
im@mernee sdctal inflaenes ; and if this ia trae, 
Mildred is ‘Inoky girl’ 

_ * Will’ yon'mske inquicies*for me concern: 
ing’ Mra’ Foster? If she iss fit person ‘to: 
cultivars, I should ba pleaeed to make her 
acquaintance, ag I then ‘could’ have accecs to 


that pomedtphaned girk” a 


Then followed: a long’and tedious account of 
the misconduct or clumsiness of the various’ 
comeeting, whieh it is hardly’ necessary to 
say Maurice did not read: 

Allhis mind was oconpied by the thonght 
of Milfred'a lonely denditton. Where hed fe 
hidden herself and her sorrows? 

What @ blind fool he had been, If {only 
he had known his own heart, che might even 
now. be safely sheltered in hia love. 

“ Heaven help ber!” he cried in hie anguich 





of grief for her, “and Heaven help me-to find 
her and make hermine.” 

Bat Mildréd.was. not destitute, not un- 
loved. Mrs. Foster, her mother’s cousin, had 
been pleased by the-girl’s grace and beanty, 
won by her devotion to Mrs, Delorme, and, 
taking her under her own car6, quickly grew 
to love her, ag she.might bave:loved the child 
Heaven had. seen-good te deny her. 

Mrs. Foster had few pleasant associations 
with hex native land, and she believed that in 


change of rcene and travel her young relative |: 


would: more: quickly .forget-her many trials, 
So she took her.ebroad,:and found. deligh® in 
showing the girl all the wonders and beautics 
of foreign lands; and. in: thia wise-another 
year slipped. by. Then Mra, Foster suggested 
return to. England... 

‘*T have. been: selfish,’ she. said,‘ to keep 
you s0.much ‘apart, from a world all young 
people love. We will-spend.the seagon in town. 
It will be such-a-complete change: for you;’’ 
and alshough Miidred protested. abe liked best 
their.quies mode. of: life,-her-cousin would not 
listen. 

She sock a flat at Kensington,’ and quickly 
gathered.a bright circle abont:-hers Sie bad, 
$00, the catiefaction of sesiug Mildred admired 
and ioenrted, 

If the girl had been. besutifal in the old 
days; ehe wasdoubly so now, with jast that 
tender tint of melancholy*in her lovely eyes, 
jos thattoueh of gentle dignity on her face 
and in her manner. 

She was not withont suitors, the foremost 
being » young and’ richy American named 
Cawthrop ; but if she knew that he regarded 
her witha warmer feeling than friendship she 
gave no-sign;.and: Mrs, Foster, who knew the 
story of her broken engagement,’ said: again 
and again to herself,— 

“Tt ia of no:-nse to lay siege to her heart, 
she has loved once and-for'all time,» She will 
go down to her grave faithfal to the man who 
robbed her life of its brightness.” 

Milére® was pglad she did’ vor meet Lady 
Hillier throvghout that season, The’ two 
rooved in @istinet circles, and the former heard 
little of the other's actions. 

Bat‘ Lady Hillier “bad discovered’ that the 
Misa Delorme who. was making quite a gtir 
in the fashionable world, by ber grace and 
bewuty, wae none other than the jittic country 
gitl whose’ life’ she’ “had crossed’ only to 
darken it, 

She grow bitterly’ jealous of her social 
triumphs; and determined to assure herself 
that the. reports of her ‘beauty were not 
exaggerated’; ‘but she was not snfficiensly 
soqnsinted with any of Mrs: Foster's circle of 
frienda'to’ ack the favour of an introduction 
to the’ Kensington fiat, 

For one thing she was profoundly thankful, 
Manrios snd Mildred had not met, she had 
not recaptared him; and she smiled to herself 
aa che thorght— 

“T only had hia beart. Ha will love no 
other woman ag he loved me.” 

It wis trno he held aloof from her; but she 
understood by this that he a3 afcaid to trast 
himeelf in‘her presence, lest the old glamour 
shonld again overpower him, There waa xo 
shaking her vanity. 

It was abou’ this time that.ahe mst young 
Cawthrop at the houte of a mntcal friend, and 
finding shat-he Knew Mildred, she adroitly led 
the covtversation towarda her. 

Cawthrop was nothing loth to speak of hia 
divinity, and? Lady Hillier was so.gracious, so 
pleased to liaten, that he talked on and on, 
being vastly impressed by her beanty and her 
kindlines’. 

She never said she knew Mildred, that was 
not a part.of- her; plans but-she was co 
interested. in “ this.rew. beauty '’ that Car. 
throp liked to tell hemrabous the girl's doings, 
and he became.a frequsat..visior at ‘my 
lady's.” 

The season was. fagt wearing to.a close, and 
Cawthrop, who was.the.lacky.owner of a 
magnificent yacht; had invited Mra. Foster 





and Mildred to share-a cruise: cpow which bo 
was intent, 

“J phall.have. her (Mildred) almozt. tc 
myself,” he thoughts, ‘' it will be odd it I oan- 
not win-her'in the end; She does not seem to 
favour any other fellow; and, by Jove! Llove 
her with all.my neul,}:’ 

He was overjoyed when Mra. Forisr socepteri 
the invitation,. and begged her to nime the 
places at whioh they,should touch, Tcis sbe 
retused to do, Baying,— 

«No, no, these things ehonld be left to you; 
but.if you woold, I should like before ovr 
return to see something. of the coast oi 
Brittany.” 

Oddly enough ,Maurice himself had gons 
thither. He loved the grand, rugged coast 
and simple people; bat he little thought: that 
when he made his choice of a holiday resort 
he waa working out his fate and Mildred's. 


—_—_—_—— 


CHAPTER VI, 


Minprrp was unfeignediy startled. anc 
annoyed when she learned that Lady. Hillier 
was.to form one of their company. Of cuarso 
she could make no remonsirance. 

She was far.too proud to confess even to ‘hor 
cousin that this little, lovely women had 
wrought such bavoo in her life, so that Mru, 
Foster was @. trifle vexed by thecold manned 
in which she replied to the other's advances, 

* Dour Miily, it ia an. age since we met 
hadn't the faintest idea that you were tho 
Mias. Delorme of whom Mr. Oawsbrap spoke 
go ae: or I sbonld have. flown to mves yor. 
Mrs. Foeter, you have no idea what greso 
friends Milly. and I werein the dear old dayse.: 
Dollington. Shall, I ever forget she qauint, 
lovely Bouse and the welcome, whish. always 
waited me there? Sit down by me, Milly, 
and let us gossip over those. old times,” 

Milcred was very pale and stern as pbe 
mace answer,— 

‘‘ You forget, Lady Hillier, I have sines 
then lost those who made my home gled.” 

‘Oo, lam go sorry,, I bad forgotiens you 
will.try:to forgive my thoughilessnesa?” and 
then,,%o her relief, anotheracqusintance foond 
them, inguiring for Lord Hillier, avd expresy- 
ing & bope to meet him at their nex Jandiny 
Bises. 

Vera laughingly shrugged her shonidere, 
rumour. ssid: she. and ber, Jord: cid not wear 
the roxstrimonial yoke well, sud answered 
careleasiy. — 

* Oh, Dawlish bas gone. into Yorkerire, 
where hs expects to have & very good time; az 
tor me. I cannot take an interest. in agricni- 
ture, or the rearing of sheep.and piga, Tren, 
too, tha honeymoon. has so long passed. and 
like sensible people we have each determined 
to go our own. way. Is is infinitely more 
agreeable,” 

‘ T believe a great. many married people ara 
of your opinion,’ raid Mra. Footer, drily, 

* Yes;.I shonld bate to beic the mivority;” 
with a langh that showed ail her. ghistenivg 
listle tecth, ‘and really I nevex was am sdvo- 
cate forsentiment. It isaptto pull npon cus ; 
and there ia something positively nauseous to 
mein the public endearmenss of some,.had- 
bands. .and wives.”’ 

Despite. Vera's constant presence, Mildred 
found the ornise most enjoyable; she was & 








splendid sailor and svffered none of tho 
ordinary diecomforta which wait on even 
experienced sravellera. 

Bat the-third-morning proved rongh, A, 
strong. wind had sprang up from the.caet, and 
the waves: lashed. heavily againat the. sidesol 
the vessel), and. they. were now off the dan- 
gorous coast of Brittany. 

All the ladies had gone below save- Mildred, 
to whom the spectacle was as grand and, 
delightful as it was new. And as she stood, 
bor-hsir blown loose about her shonidera, hex 
face finshed and her eyes bright. Cawsarop: 
joined. ber. He was looking very snxiona.. 

‘s Whaet.ie it?” she asked.  ‘‘ Do you fearia 


storm is blowing up?” 
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‘That is jast precieely what I am afraid 
of. With so many women on board it would 
be terrible. We sre trying to pat in, bat the 
wind is dead againat us, and the shore is not 
only dangerous bat almost inaccessible Siill, 
‘we will hope for the best; the elements may 
be kind sfser ali,” 

Bat ia a little while the wind had increased 
to a hurricanes, the waves broke over the sides 
of the yacht, and even Mildred was forced 
below, where some of the women were crying 
and wringing their hands. Vera white as 
death, was huddled in a corner, her eyes full 
of agonising fear. Muldred took her piace by 
her cousin, She was pale and quics, and bore 
hereelf as became the daughter of her country. 


Higher and higher rose the storm. In the | 


Breton village bard by, perohed like a bird 





upon the ragged rooks, the simple people - 


shook their heads as they looked towards the | 


86a 

“Now,” said one woman, ‘may the Holy 
Mother have meroy! See yonder ia a vessel— 
ah! mon Dieu, she is driving on to the rooks!” 

Then ssid the old priest, aolemnly,— 

** My children, let us pray,"’ and by common 


fo the little chapel; bat the men went down 
to the oliffs, and with them went Maurice, 

Coald nothing be done to succour those on 
board? Mas all perish miserably within 
sight of shore? Te peasants shook their 
heads. Sach a thing as a life-boat was un- 
known to them save by name; and what small 
craft could live in such a sea? 

With a swiftness which well might take 
one’s breath away, the wind veered round, 
driving the yacht before it as though i¢ were 
bat a toy. 

“Tf the worst comes they will be nearer 
help,” gaid one man. Taen & quick ory 


she’s strack ! she’s doomed |” 

So near was the yacht now that all could 
gee she must go to piecea soon; and on the 
deok were women, who oried alond for help, 
g0 shat the sound of their anguished entreaties 
roece above all the roaring of wind and waves. 

‘‘Will no one volunteer to join me?” 
Maurice asked, passionately. ‘Are all shose 
poor souls to perish without an attempt to 
save them?"’ 

Then a gigantic fellow stepped ont. 

‘TM go with you, but I fesr ‘tis vain. My 
poor little boas will hardly reaoh the rooks."’ 

_— followed his example, but Maurice 
said,— 

* We will rick as few lives as possible. Two 
04n manage the boat when once it bas been 
faunched. Give us what ropes you have, and 
let us go in the name of Heaven.” 

The difficulty in launching the fisherman's 
boat was terrible, but they sacoceded at last, 
and those on shore watched with bated breath 
whilst it fought its way through the churning 
Waves, one Moment oasé high, the nex’ almost 
enguifed in the awful deptha, 

Oace when Maurice lifsed his eyes from his 
oars he saw a alim, svelte figure standing 
quietly on deok, as though all this passion of 
fear and pain had failed to touch her. At her 
feet crouched another, clinging to her with 
frantic hands and face hidden in her skirts; 
and even in the midas of hia toil and terrible 
abxiety a thrill of admiration stirred him for 
the girl who could meet her fate with such 
outward calm. 

a + 7 * 

What a shout went up when the beat 
reached the doomed yacht. Then as one of 
their gallant rescuers reached the deck Mil. 
dred gave a low.drawn, shivering sigh ; for she 
looked once more on the face of Maarice ! 

In that instant their eyes met, and he was 
scarcely surprised to recognize hia old love in 


that brave and steadfast girl, He went to 
her side, 

‘* The boat will carry only five passengers,” 
he said. ‘'Come, Mildred!" whilst the 


woman at her feet shrieked — 
‘Save me! oh, save me! I dare not die!” 
The grave sweet eyes met his genily, 








“Tt is Vers,” she eaid, ‘for the love you 
bore her, let her take my place!” 

Bat he still held his hand to her. She 
steadfastly refaced to take it. 

‘*Come,” he said again, ‘there is no time 
for deiay. It is you I love, you for whom I 
would give my life!” 

Bas she, half-raising Vera. cried to her to 
look up, for Maurice had come to save her, 
and thrusting her into hia reluctant armas, 


' paid. — 


‘‘Go; every moment you stay bat acds to 
your danger." 

Without a reply he lifted Vera forcibly. 
Od! what cruel fate had brought these two 
women together at such a crisis? Why mast 
he save the one he so despised and leave ths 


; Other 69 a cruel death? He would not go and 


leave her thus. If she muet die, it should be 
in bis arms, held olose to his heart, 

With utmost difficulty Vera, who had 
fainted, was lowered into the boat, where 
Mre. Foster and three others were already 
seated; then Maurice spoke a few words to 
the young American, When he turned again 


| to look at Mildred she was standing with her 
consent the women and ohildren followed him 


bead bowed in prayer. He spoke her name. 
She looked up, and a spasm of pain crossed 
her face, 

** Why are you here?” she asked, and each 
was forgetfal of the presence of the others. 

** Beoause I love you. I have always loved 
you. If I may not live for you, I can at least 
die with you. Your friend has gone in my 
stead.”” 

She wrong her hands in her agony for him. 

‘* Heaven keep you safe!” she cried. ‘'On! 
why, why have yoa dared so much for me?" 

“TI have told you, and you will believe me 
now, Oe does not lie with death staring one 


' in the fase.” 
shaddered through them, ‘‘ Holy Mother | ; 


‘‘ T balieve you,”’ she said, solemnly aa he 
had spoken, and lifted her lips to his. 

‘' T shali die content,” 

Taoen, as her eyes followed the poor little 
boat, she gave a deep breath of eatiafaction. 

“They have all but reached theshore. The 
men have rushed into the surf to draw 
— in. Maurice, thank Heaven, they are 
safe!” 

And even as she spoke, & spar, snapped by 
the violenoe of the storm, fell crashing down 
upon her head, and bat that Manrice held ber 
fast she must have fallen, and so bave been 
swept overboard, for with the painof the blow 
she had awooned. 

* . tJ * 

When all hope of sesoue had been given up, 
whiles Mre Foster, with hidden face, lamented 
bitterly, and Mr. Oawshrop carsed himasif 
that he could have been persuaded to leave 
the girl he loved behind, the priest’s hoace- 
keeper flang the door wide, and Maurice stag- 
gered in, carrying Mildred like a child. 

He waa exhausted by previous exertions, 
but no arme save his should bear that beloved 
barden Piacing the inert body upon a coach, 
he dropped breathless into a chair, whilas the 
women, crowding round, asked many ques- 
tions; bat the priest, with greater wisdom, 
poured out brandy, and tendered it to the 
hero of the hour with words of praise and 
admiration. 

* Toere ia no oredit due to me,” Maurice 
said, humbly; “bat for those good fellows 
she and I would now be floating far out to cea, 
They worked as I never eaw men work before.” 

Taey carried the unconscious girl upstaire, 
and the village doctor, arriving on the scene, 
quickly cleared the room of all save Mra, 
Foster and Margot, the ancient housekeeper, 

‘‘ Mamzelle will a hard struggle have,"’ he 
said in hia imperfect English, ‘it may be that 
_ shall die; but is is my best for her I will 

o.”" 

He was unfeignedly relieved when he found 
Maurice, who was not in the least hurt by hia 
adventare, could speak Frenoh flaently. 

“TI will tell you how it standa,” he said, 
eagerly: ‘‘ she seems not strong physically, and 
the blow she received, added to she strain ber 
nerves supported so long, have togesher 


broughi her very low. She will need all the 
care that can be given. Being young, she may 
recover; but I will not say te you bs sangoine— 
but prepare for the worst.” 

Manorice’s heart died within him. Must he 
lose her now when most he loved her, when 
she waa ready once more to trust him, once 
more to make trial of his trath? Better they 
bad died together than this should be, for 
what was life without her? 


+ * * 7 . 


For seven heartbreaking days they watched 
beside her, for indeed her lifehung as if it were 
by a single thread ; and then the great change 
came, 

She opened her eyes to find herself lying in 
the best room the priest's house afforded; 
and Mes, Foster, worn and anxious, was seated 
beside her. When Mildred moved, she bent 
solicitously over her. 

* Taank Heaven," she said, tears of grati. 
tude and love in her tired eyes, “you are 
saved to us!” 

The girl put up one hand to her brow. 

‘*Have I been long ill? How did I come 
here?"’ 

* You have been unconscious in this house 
a whole week. It ia seven days since that 
dreadful time,’”’ shuddering, ‘‘and we have 
feared all along that you would die!” 

‘Ab! I remember all now. How was I 
saved? And there were other people on the 
deck beside Maurice and myeelf—where are 
they? Were they tco rescued?” 

‘' My dear, yes, and as by a miracle; bat I 
will explain fally when you are able to liaten 
without harm to yourself. Now take your 
medicine, and when you are stronger,you shall 
see Maurice.” 

‘* Ig he here?” Mildred questioned, the slow 
colour stealing into her pale cheeks. 

‘+ My dear, be says he has a right to stay. 
All the cthers have gone home, Now you 
shall talk no more,” and smoothing the pillows 
beneath Mildred’s head, Mrs. Fuster stole 
away to tell Maurice the good news, whilat 
kind old Margot stood by oryiog for sheer 
gage? “ * % * 

Maurice found Mildred sitting up in her 
white bed, a soft blae wrapper thrown about 
her, Mrs. Foster had stolen away, and 
these two were alone together, so that heart 
might epeak to heart, and all the long banger 
of weary montha and years be sppeaced. 
The girl put out one slender hand to meet her 
lover'a. 

‘: Maurice, you have come as last,” she said, 
her sweet voice all faint and shaken. 

He took ber hand, and kneeling by the bed 
brought bis face to the level of bers. 

* Darling! my darling! long months ago I 
would have réturned, bas I did nos know or 
guess where you had strayed. I found out 
my mistake long ago, so long ago it seems 
like centuries to me, because of ail the 
waiting and the pain; because of my own 
self-soorn and bitter, vain regrets. Lay your 
cheek to mine, sweetheart—so !|—and li+ten. 
You have been the one love of my life, What 
I faleely called love for her, waa the wild 
passion of reckless manhood; even when 
most I sucoumbed toit, 1 knew it had only & 
debasing inflacnce upon me. Oh, my dear. my 
dear, since I came to the fall knowledge of my 
own atter folly, since I realised what a heart of 
gold I hud cast aside, I have striven wish all 
my might to make myself a lite worthier 
you, a little more deserving the love you once 
ave me—which I hope and pray yougive mé 
atill, Mildred, will you trust me and try me 
again?” . 

Her soft eyes shone through a misi of 
happy teara as she leaned nearer, her face hali 
hidden in the short, falling curls. 

“ You would have given your life for mine; 
when danger looked you in the face, you 
would not leave my side ; and now, if you oan, 
forgive what was harsh and unwomanly in 
my conduct when I bade you go—when I 





would not trust one word you said—shat night 
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by the gate, you remember. I desire nothing 
g0 much as tc——” 

“As to?” he repeated, questioningly, as 
her voice faltered and broke. ‘ Will you say 
dear heart, you desire nothing so much as to 
be my very own? Do you mean it?” and as 
he held her face between hie palms, he read 
ber answer there, and, kiseing her in a very 
madnees of joy, prayed Heaven to make him 
worthy of the pricelesa treasure of a true 
women's heart. 

THE END. 








THERE'S A BOY IN THE HOUSE. 


A aun in the parlour, a kite in the hall, 
Jn the kitchen a book, and a bat and a ball, 
Oo she sideboard a ship, on the bookcase a 


flute, 

And a bat for whose ownership none could 
diepute ; 

And out on the porch, gallantly prancing 
nowhere, 

A spirited bobby. borse paws at the air ; 

And # well-polished pte plate out there on 
the shelf, 

Near the tall jell-jar which a mischievous elf 

Emptied as slyly and slick ag a mouse, 

Make it easy to see there's a boy in the house. 


A racket, a rattle, a rollicking shont ; 

Above and below and around and about ; 

A as ® pounding, ® hammering of 
DaUue, 

A building of houses, the shaping of sails, 

Ectreaties for paper, for scissors, for string, 

For every unfindabdle, bothersome thing ; 

A bang of the door, a dash up the stairs ; 

In the interess of burdensome business 
affaire; ° 

And an elephant. bunt for a bit of a mouse, 

—= easy to hear there's a boy in the 

use. 


Bat, oh, if the toys were not scattered about, 

And the house never echoed to racket and 
rout, 

If for ever the rooms were ali tidy and neat, 

And one need not wipe after wee, muddy feet ; 

If no one Jaughed oat it the morning was red, 

Aud - kisses went tumbling all tired to 
be . 

What a wearisome, work-a-day world, don't 


you eee, 
For all who love little wild laddies "twould be ? 
And I'm happy to think, though I shrink like 
& mouee, 
From disorder and din, there's a boy in the 
house. 





=== 


AN EVIL DEED. 
CHAPTER XVII. 
THE GAOLER ASLEEP. 


Now was her chance. Lightly she sped 
across the room, and, knesling down by the 
sofa, laid her cool lipe on those other burning 
ones, feeling the liswle pencil-caee dexterously 
slipped into her hand as she Gid so. 

* Whas are you doirg?’’ called ont Mrs, 
Bartram, angrily. 

‘*Oaly kiesing my mother before J go,’’ said 
Barbara, innocently. 

_ "Yes, and waking her up. I'll be bound, 
just when I cant stay with her!” was the 
grumbling retort. 

“IM sit with her," broke in the girl, 
quickly, 

‘No, you won't. 





You'll go out on the ve- 


randah immediately, and J shall watch you | 


from the drawing-room window.” 
Bsrbara’s heart sank, ‘Sbe would never be 
able to slip away as Jong as Mrs. Bartram was 


on guard, and she was longing to tell her | 


news to Mr. Bouverie. 
However, she felt it useloes to rebel, so she 


cavght op ber hat and went slowly ous, think- ' 





asleep. She could see her now glaring at her} eyes down-dropped. ‘Ah! how good of him ! 
from her seat in the drawing-room window.| And you! Why, you would be my brother ! 


No, it was no uce, she should never get away. | Eh 


At this point in her musings Betty walked 
carelessly by, armed with a big basket. 


?* 


Guy frowned. 
‘‘Oome with me now!" he oried, hastily, 


* Ran, Miss Barb’ra!” she mattered. “ I'll | ignoring her question, ‘‘ before that man comes _ 


keep watch. She's fast off!" 

‘Ob, Betty! really?” gasped the girl, 
springing up. 

** Yee, yea, qniok! There’s no time to lose!” 

Guy Bouverie was leaning on the little 
green gate, staring moodily up the shady 
avenue, and trying to make up 
turn his steps 
slender figure appeared 


back ! 


hie mind to | Glaiater. 
homewards, when suddenly a | been ashamed of myself!” answered the little 
flying down the | thing, her cheeka flashing as she spoke, 


The dad will be home this evening.”’ 


“Ob, no!” hurriedly. “I could not! I 


know now it was very wrong of me to come 
and see you yesterday.” 


‘* Who enlightened you?’ he asked, hotly, 
‘Mrs. Bartram and my—that is Mr, 
Tney—they said I ought to have 


“ He 


avenue towards him. A pretty, dainty lady | ordered me off to my room, and that hatefal 


clad in faintest pink. 


woman came and talked at me until I could 


“Oh, Mr, Bouverie!" she cried, ranning | have cried with vexation. Oh, Mr. Bouverie | "’ 
up to the gate, and olasping the rough wood | ruoning forward, and lifting a distressed 
frantically, while she looked at him with great | face to him, “‘you know J meant no wrong?’ 


gleaming eyes, a deep, dee 
cheeks, “‘ what do you think? He—that man 
—is not my father at all!” 


glow in her fair | that I wae not fast and forward as she said?” 


The bright tears stood in her eyes as she 


asked the question ; she looked the very pic- 


Gay gazed gladly at the beautiful, excited | ture of woe. 


face, and laid his great band on the little one 
that clasped the ¢ he of the gate, 
not know where had gained her know: 
ledge, be asked no questions, he jast blindly, 
gladly, ay, rapturously, believed in her excised 
statement. 

“TI knew it! I felt it!” he exclaimed. 
** The one thing that przz'ed me was how that 
cad could be your father 1” 

Bsrbara smiled. She rather liked the 
touch of that strong, brown hand; and she 
certainly felt very bappy at his energetio 
declaration, 


claimed she, earnestly. 


Gay felt obliged to Iay his hand over the 


He did | little trembling fingers that once more rested 
on the gate. 


*‘Of course I do!” he oried, indignantly. 


* Taat woman's & vulgar wretch !” 


“Ah! that’s just what Ambrose said!” ex- 
‘‘He crept up to my 
window in the evening, and I told him. He 
was dreadfally angry ; said you were a gentle. 
man, and Mrs. Bartram a vulgar woman. 
And he told me, besides, that he knew——”’ 

* Well?” queried Guy, for she had stopped 
abrupsly—her face crimson—and put her 


“ Yes, heisacad! I quite think so,’’ she | finger to her pretty lips. 


replied, warmly. ‘‘ It’s so nice, you know, to 
be able to detest him ae much as I like when 


he’s nasty to me, without feeling awfully | know. 


wioked. I did feel like that before ; but now—” 
with a little relieved sigh—" ah, well!” 

They were silent after that for a while. 
Barbara was musing deeply; and as to Gay, 
well, be dreaded to break that sweet silence, 80 
delightfal did he find it to feel the soft fingers 
under his, and look into the great psneive 
eyes. Bat all shinge and pleatures must have 
an end. Barbara descended suddenly from 
the clouds, and seeming to remember for the 
tirat time where her hand was, drew it 
sharply away, and hid it behind her with a 
little dignified gessure. 

‘*T must go back,” she said, decidedly. 

“Oh, stay a minute!’ pleaded Guy. “ You 
have not told me how you found it al! out," 

Sbe had gone a step or two away, but now, 
longing to tell him her strange news, she 
came back, and in quick, excited tones, told 
him her wonderful tale. 

** Poor oreature !"’ he exclaimed, pityingly, 
as he looked at the harried eorawl on the bit 
of white paper. ‘ Who is she, I wonier?” 

Barbara shook her pretty head. 

“I don’t know,” she said, mournfally, “ it's 
all a mystery!” 

"Yes, indeed,’ responded Gay, in an 
absent-minded manner, for he was thinking 
how the faintly sad expression snited the fair 
face, ‘If it comes to that, Mies Barbara, 
who are you?” 

She laughed out at that—the melancholy 
droop at the corners of her mouth vanishing | 
in dimples. 

“Ab!” she said, flippantly and joyously, 
‘6 ]'m nobody’s obild !" 

‘' That fact don't seem to grieve you much," 
remarked Guy, laughingly. 

‘*No, indeed! I'd rather a great deal be 
nobody's child than that man’s.” 

** You shan’t be nobody's child for long!” 





cried Gay, rashly, growing inoantious as he | before she fierce light in hia angry eyes. 


Oh, nothing !"’ with manifest confusion. 
‘Qn, nonsense!’’ cried Guy, burning tc 
** Come, tell me!"’ 

“I—I forgot, and—and thought you were 
Betty!” 

She burst into a merry laugh as she slowly 
brought out the last word and saw the dis- 
gusted expression on his face, 

‘Oh, come now!” cried the young man, in 
aggrieved tones. ‘Do I look like Betty ?”’ 

*' No, indeed!" gaily, ‘‘ Not half so atrong- 
looking and ueefal!”’ 

‘* You're looking very pale,” said Gay, 
abruptly, paying no heed to this foolish re- 
mark. ‘ What have you been doing?” 

* Hemming sheets all morning,’ said she. 
looking wistfaily away over the purple moor. 
‘* And I did e0 long to be out!" 

‘* You were locked up? ”’ he oried, angrily. 

She nodded, atill with her eyes fixed on the 
stately Tors, 

‘* My poor darling, that is—what a beastly 
shame !’’ blundered out Guy, relieved to find 
thas his first hasty words had escaped her. 

‘* Ves, wasn’t it?’’ she said, readily, “I 
worked nearly up to dinner time, and I was so 
tired! See how I pricked my finger! "’ hold. 
ing out her hand to him. : 

Guy came very olose, and taking the hand 


in bis firm claep, bent down to examine it, 


* Poor finger !"’ he cried, softly, and stoop- 


ing, kissed it, 


** Billy!’ oried the child, reddening faintly ; 


“that won't take the roughness away.” 


‘What are you going to do?" asked Gay, 


hastily, delighted that she did not take away 
her hand, but fearful that she would not long 
be so forgetful. 


** Go back, of course!” she said, dejectedly. 


‘* Though I m frightened, you know, for that 
woman isnot sober, and speaks socrosely to me, 


‘**Tnen you shan’t go back!” cried the 


young man, decidedly, pushing open the gate, 


* Yes, yes, I wnuss!"’ she faltered, ey 
es 


gez3d at the brilliant smiling face with itg| will not leave that poor creature all at once, 


glorions dancirg eyes. 


and, besides, I may find out sometbing of my 


“* Why do yon say that?” asked Barbara, | parentage,”’ 


demurely. ‘'Do you know my father or 
mother?” 
*‘ No—o,” stammered Gay, ‘‘ I—I—that is 


my dear old dad—would be delighied to—/i 


ipg of Bevty’s words, and wondering, fever- | te-—’ 
* Adopt me?” aeked the, innocently, her ‘her to do so, bat I shall be all right.” 


Jiebly, if Mra. Bartram would really fall j 


Gay stood, still nnoonvince?, bat seeing she 


Was as determined as he,— 


“ Will ehe lock you up again when you go 
n?” he aeked, gloomily. 
© Yes,” quietly. ‘ Me. Glaister has ordered 
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“1 T.oan't bear to leave you!” cried Guy, 
paceionatcly, &sirange presentiment.of coming 
gvil oreeping over him. ‘I shall think of you 
ail night, ss I have done all the time since 
yesterday afterngor.” 

Barbara’s face glowed as his arden’ words. 
She stepped alittle nearer. 

‘*T like to heer that,” eho gaid, naively. 
*: No ons ever said such a thing to me before; 
I—T think it very nioe of you, Mr. Bouverie.”’ 

Gay emiled tenderly, and ventaored a lead- 
tug question. 

© Did you think of me st all?" he said, 
laumbly. 

Barbara raised her face and looked straight 
at him, an expreasion of innogent bewilder- 
iment in her child.like blue eyes. ‘' Toink of 
you! after Mrs. Bartram's lecture? Oh, no, 
ingeed |" 

This barefaced untruth, instead of planging 
Gay into the lowest depths of despair, seemed 
fo please bim wonderfully ; for be smiled in a 
very contented fashion, and patsed the tiny 
fivgera softly. 

* Won't you really.come and be the dad's 
little daughter?” he whiepered, stooping, and 
looking right into the sxees ely eyes. 

‘*No, no!” petulantly. ‘ How foolish you 
are, sir!" 

"Then promise me this: that when, sfier 
telliug him all, I bring the cear old man to see 
you. you will take his advice.” 

She hesitated & minute, bat yielded at last 
fo the plesding in the darkeyes, and whispered 
@ faint secent. 

* Toank you!” be said, simply; “ he shall 
come to-morrow," 

Barbara smiled, yet sighed too, 

‘*¥ dread Mr, Gisisser’s resarn from Lon. 
don,” she esid,a@ troabled expression creeping 
gver her fair face. “ He—he is.eo awfally 
nasty! Oa!” laughing gieefally, “it ia seach 
& relief to be able to have him!” 

‘* But Jook bere, child!’ eaid Guy. slowly, 
“T wouldn't les him keow jast yet what that 
poor lady told you. Trere is evidently some 





quer work going on, and if he shoals find cat | 


tbat the secret ia known to you he ll be on his 
guerd at once” 

Barbara nodded her pretty bead, gravely. 

“ Yes”’ she said, dreanily, ‘I must ssill act 
the obedient child. Ont haw nica is would 
bo if I oould ficd ont ali abous myself and that 
poor dumb creatare |” 

** Yo.ea,” suid Guy, donbtfally; “bat I'd 
rather some one did it for you, I don't truat 
thet man at all, hes asnesk! Promise me to 
be very careful.” . 

‘Indeed I will,” waa the earnest reply, 
for the child was-deeply impressed by hia agi- 
tated tones. 

‘‘ Ha! there is Batty waving to me! I must 
go. Mre. Bartram mues be waking up”’ 

‘‘Good-bys, then, sill to morrow,”’ cried 
Gay. reluctantly, letting go the litsle fingers. 

** Good-bye,” she whispered, *' Don’t worry 
gbout.me, J shall be all right.” 

Gay sighed, bat was silent; and Barbara, 
quite touched by the dejeveed lookin his eyes, 
torned very slowly away. 

‘‘ Misa Barbara, wait!" called ont Guy, 
springing forward, glad of any excuse to de- 
dain ber, ‘* You bave dropped a paper.” 

Is was her hasty gkesoh which she had 
thrust into the boeom of her gown when Mrs, 
Bartram summoned her, and which she had 
entirely forgotten. 

Is hed fallen and flattered right to Gay’s 
feet. and aa she turved at hie hasty call she 
young man had stooped to pick it up. 

* Dont tovch it! Leave it!” oried the 
Shild, remembering. 





i 
j 





But too late she spoke, Ho held it in bis | 


iand, end was geziag at id with «a sitapge, 
moved expressicn in his handaome eyes. 

‘* You crew this? " he demanded, haatily, 

“ Yes I—thas ie . 

She broke off falverivg and binshing. 

** Then you did think of me a bin?” eagerly, 
Something in his glance seemed to draw her 
to his side. 





{ 
* Yes," she said, eofily, ‘' 1 didnot tell the | 


truth. I did think, of you, Mr, Bonverie} 
You—yonu who have been so kind to.me.” 

He. did not speak his banks, bus jops enn 
har into his arma, and laid @ gentle kiss om the 
childish, trembiing lips. i 

‘Qh, Mr, Bouverie!"’ phe gasped, .and 
wrenching herself,from him, sped away up the 
avenue, 

“* My eweet darling! mutterad the infata- 
ated young-man, as her¢ore himeclf away from 
ths old gate, and turned hia steps homeward, 
*' Oh | how she dad will love her 1"’ 

Barbara, panting, bresihless,and grimson, 
reached the verandah, and sinking into a seat, 
g'auced.apprehenaively at fhe window. 

Mes. Bartzam was still shore, Jying back in 
her comfortable ohair, 

‘‘ Shell ronse, up. ina minate, miss,’ whis- 
peored Betiy, wpolagetioally, “1 were afraid 
she'd ¢atch you."” 

“Oh, yes; thank. yoo, Betty!” gasped 
Barbaxa, woaodering if ber. cheeks would ever 
be cool again. ‘ You—dif_you goaway, Beiiy, 
when you had beckoned te ms ?"’ 

‘'In, course, mies!” was. the indignant 
retort, “Bless you, L&knew.” 

This .anshiguous rensrk only. served .to 
deepan the glow in the girl's cheeks. 

“Ob !,it wouldn’s have mattered,” she said 
basbily; bat Batty just locked wise, and 
hurried away. 

“ Miss Barbara !"" oslled ont Mrs, Bartram 
a$ thas minate, and the girl, longing to be 
aicne in the peacefal retirement of ber own 
rocm, rose gladly and followed the.aomewhat 
sobcred woman upstairs. ‘‘ Well, sitaing out 
there has given you a@ fine colour,'’ suapped 
cat Mra, Bartram, whe had just reached the 
cross stage. ‘ You look like a milkmaid! ”’ 

“Do 1?” said the girl, quistiy. ‘It was 
very_bos there.” 

And then, to her intense relief, her .gaoler 
lef) her, fastening her ia securely. ms-aie wens. 

The minuie.she.was alone. Barbera flew 
ower 40 her Jooking.glase, and, surveyed her 
pretty, flashed facaintantly. 

‘\ Now, why did he. do that ?7'’ she murmured 
in anythicg. bat angry tones. “Ob, what 
would Mr. Glaister gay?. Never miod,"’ ce- 
fisnily nodding at .haraelft. ‘ I—I.couldn’t 
etop bim, aud ‘twas very nice. Ob, Barbara 
dear! no one ever Kissed you before in your 
life! Think of shat!” 

Maoh to her relief, the honsekesper did not 


Sppear again, the stolid Betty carrying up; 


her tea and anpper. 

With her last appearance she brought 
piece of news—a telegram .bad. come from her 
master; he was comieg. home ¢o- morrow night. 

‘Bad news, I think, were in it aa. well, 
miss," remarked’ Betty, ‘for, shat, old .cat 
looked biack-as shander when.she read it! 
She'll ba fine and; ocroas..to-morrow, I. know ; 
80 just be very carefal;dear,” 

Barbara nodded and wished her good-night, 
bot shought no. more of Mrs... Bartram's 
temper. 

A happy thought. filled her heart, and was 
with bcr when she fell. agleep—Mr, Banveria 
would come with his father to.morrow,.and 
rescue her from her life of negleot and loneli- 
ness, 


CHAPTER XVIII. 
FLINT ‘AND STEEL, 


Tae hot aféernoon sun was atresming down 
on the great, noisy, stifling terminus as ahs 
train from Piymouth rushed.majestically into 
its place, 

From one of the carriages stepped.a solemn- 
faced clergyman wearing blac specteciea; and 
closely following bim—dooking neither 40 the 
right nor lefs, keeping his eysa weii-fixed on 
the olerical figure before him—camea man, 
whom five ous of every six in the trowd, bad 
they had time to notice him, would onhesi- 
tatingly have pronounced to be a commercial 
traveller, 

Threading his way swiftly throngh the 
crowd, the clergyman left the station, and 


hailing a _hangom, mattsred a word or two to 


}} the driver, and jumped in. 


The man, whipping up bia horse, drove of 
city wards ;-whereaponm the eommencial irayei. 
Jer, baving in a oareless, manner, watched the 
plergyman's proceedings, jamped into another 
hansom, telling the driver to keep the rapidly 
disappearing vehicle in view. 

’ Bas be very carefal!" he shouted thicugh 
the tiny, trap coor. 

“T’m your man,” was the gniok response, 
a3, With agrin, the Jehu alammed the doox to, 
and rattled off, 

Through endless-streetsthey-seemed to go, 
onove or twice almost losing sight of the bansom 
ahead. Bat wé das, such esapendous efforis 
did the .sesond: driver anake, the distance 
beng the swo yebiolog became epneiderabiy 

228g, 

Nearer orept the last, until, with wm jerk, 
the fires conveyance.drew up at. the.door of an 
exceedingly dingy hotel in a» melancholy. look. 
ing side street. Tie.clergyman.paid tie fare 
and disappeared inside, 

“' Drive on a .dis,"’ gaid the eormmeroial tra. 
veller.to his aman, who.according!y did £0, pull. 
ing up at the end of tho quist s:zeet. 

“Did I .menage well, sir?" -he asked, 
anxioualy, as his fare sprang ous. ‘'Caypitaliy.” 
oame the ready anawer, aud Ambrose, for hs 
of course is was, slipped a liberal fee into hia 
hand, and walked briskly» away towards ti 
hetel. : 

“Now that’s handsome-like !'’: soliioquised 
cabby, as he drove away. * Bleast if-Dweep on 
the box any longer this evening ! Ill pas up 
and go and ‘ave & grand time-at the Baii-dog,’’ 
and with this laudable design he ratsied away 
stablewardy, 

Ambrose walked boldly into*the hotel and 
turned into the coffee.rcom, where, to ‘bis in- 
finite satisfaction,-hs saw the clergy mae ceuted 
at a listletable sipping brandy sud@waier and 
writing a letter. Ordering the exme for bim- 
self, he strolled over to a scat exacsly opposils 
#0 the absorbed writer, and sitting down, 
watched him furtively from behind his paper. 

‘‘Hampb, that rascally old Dan to meet 
him here! Wonder if I.can be a’ ths inter- 
view ? ” ransed Ambrose, as Mr, Gisiater rose, 
fastened up his envelope, and calling to the 
* Boots” of the establishment, who all this 
time bad been hovering round as if the olergy- 
man ‘were a well-known customer, slippsd a 
coin.into his hand, and despatched him with 
the letter. 

As the doorof the coffee-room banged on tha 
‘ Bgots,” one at the other enc—hailf glase, haif 
wood, but covered by an old faded silk our- 
tain closely drawn, was cautiously opened, and 
a fat, greasy-looking man, with oily-black 
hair, coarse, anima! face, farshermore beau- 
tified by a diabolical squint, thrast hia bead 
out, and beckoned so.the clergyman, who, »3 
it he had been. awaiting shia suaumons, nodced 
quickly, and, crossing the room, followed him 
in, 

‘‘Qaser place, this,” reflected ..Ambrore, 
dropping bis paper, and staring about him. 
‘* Strange I .haven’s found: is.ous before now ! 
Hotel, indeed! »more like a very shady 
gambling den. Nos half so.respectable as the 
Bail-dog,.and that’s not.saying mach for Levi- 
son's. Dan’ll be back soon, and.how.on ears 
amI to hearstheir distle conversation ? ” 

He ruminated for a long sime,. sitsing for 
caption’s sake with his paper held before hic, 
end ostentatiously sipping his brandy for fear 
any one should be epying at.bim .from;bebiad 
that green curtain. By.and-bye .he rang for 
more brandy, and was waited upon by & 
Jewish looking young lady with ber hair ia 
long, floating diack ringlets. a 

‘That your master in there, my dear? 
acked Ambrose, sffably, waving hia.band io 
the direction of the green.curtained door. 

“ Yes,” she said, sharply, glancing at him 
suepiciously as ehe slacamed dewmehne brandy 
he had ordered. “ Anyshing more?” 

“No, sbauk you,” was the meek responte. 

‘ Homph! not.mnch:to.be got out of her, 





decided Ambrose, when she younglady bad 
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once more left him to the solitude of the 
coffee-room, ‘' Well, I must truss to fate 
and seiz8 my opportunity, One good thing, 
no one here knows me, I may get'em off 
guard;" and consoling himself with this 
reflection he pulled out his notebook, and 
ander cover of his paper gave himeelf up to a 
oarefal perusal of his notes, little dreaming 
that he had reckoned without hig host, and 
that already he had been recognised, not as 
Ambrose Natter, the queer old gardener, but 
in his true character aa Jogeph Grey, she 
deteative | \ , 
Avery jovial party was aszembledn the 
tap-room of the Bail.dog inn —drigking, 
amoking and talking with great energy. 
The room was hot and crowded, the fames 
of, beer and..apirits mingled with the ayer. 
powering a of coarse AObasoo,.; 
she faint bréezs shat, w i 
door was pushed open, tried -vainly 








gravity we 

“So was, man! sp.was; bu’ when, 
& detegtive for an why, one ‘ oy ead 
‘io."" ; 


‘A deteative?"”. eohoed the Aistle, gaan 
with # quick giance.ous.of bis furtive eyes. 

“Yeah sit, cotegtive!” gaid Jebu. with 
great dignity. ‘ Gos in my cab a paren, 
asd to folier ‘acther hansom to hotel. Old 
ahap in parsen’s clothes went in, my fare 
Zollered bim."' 

Tae little man started, 

‘* What hotel?” ha asked, carelessly. 

“Raven, in London-street,’’ muttered the 
man, trying vainly to fill hia pipe, 

“How d@’you know your man was a detec- 
tive?” said the cid fellow, sharply, 

“Canze_ knew bim. Joseph Grey it was,” 
answered the driver, sleepily. 

“Damn him!" growled ‘the old man, slip. 
ping away to the swing door, and from thence 
into the street, where he aidcd looking 
anxiously ug and down. “Wonder it Sam 
knows bim? No in course nos! Yah! the 
sneaking, prying oad! I know him, though, 
and is'll be queer if he don't got punished a 
bit thisevening among the lot of us!” 

A man touched him on the shoulder at this 
minute—it was the Boots from the Raven. 
A geatleman of the Bill Sykes type, only 
needing the bali dog to complete the Jikenesa. 

“For you,” he muttered,” glancing 
suspiciously round ag he thrast the letter 
into the old man’s hand, 

“ Yes,” exclaimed the latter, when he had 
read the few lines, “I'll come with, you, 
Levieon will be farious, bas I'll risk that. 
There’a money to be made to-night, sy, and 
work to be done.” ' . ' 

“What work?” growled Boots, as they 
hurried away. rite 

His companion bent towards him, and 
whispered a few words in hia ear. 

“What!” oried the strly-faced raoffian, a 
fook of bitter malice. gleaming in his eyee, 
“that man!” 

“Do you know him?” oried ofd Dan, 


“I know he gat my oldest pal fitfeen years! 


I know I eqyore .$0 pay hid Out for if if ever I 
come across him! 

“Ah!” ejacalated the old man, rubbing his 
hands softly. “then you can pa off your debt 
to-night, Listen here ! He 8 dregged like one 
of them men ag travelg round with coalr, and 
jamé,and machines, D'you know him?” 

Boots grinned. : 

‘Ho's s-eitsing in the coffee-room now a- 
drinking brandy and. water, : 

“ Ay,’ murmared Dan, with a sly laugh, 
“I guess he's somehow ecen my letter to Sam, 
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followed him up here, and means to try and 
play ecavesdropper to-night. Ah, he’s a bold, 
wentursome chap; but he’s gone a leetle too 
far this time, eh?” 

Boots nodded. 

‘* What'll ye do?” he asked, abruptly. 

‘““Why, he thinks he’s eafe; so we, like 
unsuspicious lambkins, oll get a talkin’ tohim, 
arsk him into Dave's little suuggery.” 

“Well?” 

‘Well, then I shall call for summat to, 
drink, He won’s refase, cause all the time,. 
ye see, he'll be thinkin’ he's got_us in a rap. 
You bring in what I order. He jines:with us, 
and ovos he’s tossed it off, why, she.pretty, 
sharp little feller ia done for—at any rate for 
& time. He shall stay in that nice, comfort- 
able underground bedroom of Dave's till we 
cnn natal Abip him off!" , 

opts grante 


“Toava very mild!” he. grambled. 


4 Conldn's we— 


‘' No,_we.conldn’s!" cried Dan, baatily, 
a ” Inia voice softening, ‘nos sill 
'0..0bis country." 

‘both amiiel at theze last.few worda, 
nm walked on in silence until they 


he did .man fook the lead, and, 
weed by Boots, entered the dingy honee, 
@ saunteriog into the ooffce.room, walked 
relesaly ap to a table and sat. down.exaoily) 
ppoaite to she commercial traveller, who. was, 
gull sipping brandy-anc- water and xeading, 


a newapsper. 

















OBAPLER XIX. 
DBUGGED, 


“Bsastty hot’ day, sir,” remarked, the.old 
man presently, in a loud, careiess, javial tons, 

Tae detective dropped his paper with a 
look of relief, as though tired of his own com. 
psny and glad to have some one to talk to. 

* You're right there,” heraid, emphatically, 
With a genial smile, 

“Makes one thirsty, don’’ it?” went on 
Dan, in easy tones. “Hi, you there!” to 
Bootes, who lingered near .the door, ‘fetch me 
some brandy!” 

Toe man nodded and disappeared shrovgh 
the green-curtained door, and the two left 
behind talked away aa if mutually pleased. 

‘' Piease sir,” said Boots, coming back in a 
short time, ‘the master saya will you come 
inside? Taere’s only a clergyman in there, 
and he sin’s one of the pertickléF sors.” 

The old man smiled, bat hesitated. 

“Mr, Moas ia an old friend of. mine,” he 
explained, gertly,. to his companion, ‘I. shail 
have *o go.” 

“ Wily old dog,” thought Grey, admiringly, 
‘* he acts well:” . Alond.he said, politely,— 

‘'Oertainly, sir. Don's let me,detgin you.” 

Dan moved slowly across she room, a deeply 
thoughtfal expression on his canning face. 

“Ssay!'’ he. exclaimed, suddenly, just as 
his fingers were on the handle of the door, ‘1 
have it, . .Will you join pe, roy dear sir?” 

Grey felt puzzled... This did. not look like.» 
quiet Jittle talk with Me, Glaister., And yet, 
of couree, the old fox was quita unconscious 
of his identity ; nay, spoke to, him a3 a mere 
stranger. 7 

Yes, be wonld acorps the iayite, doing his 
beat. ,meanghile to gleam a lew,.graioa of ia. 
formation. 

‘*T shall be delighted!’’ he oxied, rising. 
“ That is, if your friend,don't,cbjeat."’ 

*\ Ob, my friends are hie friends,” ramarked 
Dav, grandly, ‘‘aren’t they, Mosa?'’ as the 
fat, black-haired landlord, looked ont with a 
greasy smile. 

‘Of oourse!’’ said, Moss, with a wave of 
his dirty hand. ‘' Pray come in,” 

A cosy little place was Mr. Mose’s snuggery. 
A small fire burned in the grate, four or five 
comfortable chairs were placed about ; a large 
spiris-avand adorned the shining mahogany 
sideboard. 





thought Grey, ea he took the chair pushed 
towards him, and nodded in retarn for tha 
grave bend of the head bestowed upon him by 
the bine-epectacited clergyman, 

‘'Giasses, Ciarko, at once!” called ont the 
host, poking the fire vigoronsly and glancing 
significantly at Dan, who took the hint, and 
plapged into an esger conversation with the 
goest. 

“The clergyman did nos join in at all, but 
sat biting his naila and glowering at Grey 
through his epectacies, 

“ Whatli you travel in, sir?'’ asked Dan, 
with deep ingerest, keeping his eyss fixed on 
Grey-s fa08, yet knowing all the time that tha 
gpirit a rea were being slowly placed on 
Abe table by Moss, 

‘New patent corkscrews,” said Grey, 
promptly. “I haves few samples with me if 


pyou care to ece,phem.’’ 


Dan Jenghed. 

* Not 1! Don‘f-go in for such things.” 

“Bat I do,”’ pnt in Mosa, witha pecaliar 
smile. “Dj dook at 'em, éir, after wa've haa 
our.g!sge ‘e 

“Thanks,” gpid Gray, politely. ‘I shall 
be-glad to.do business with you.” 

“And I with you,” was the quict anawer. 


Now, air,” besvent on, ‘what will yoa tube 
sbrpady, whiaky, or what?” 
M Winisky, ks.” 


He. etreighed.onts his hand for the decanter, 
wbick paghed towards.him. He he!psd 
-bimsait bora » for shongh ho bad twice 


.ondersd. beandy in tbe ooffce.room he hsa 
doleverly managed to pour is away even whiias 
"| seeming to nip if, and now. feis that the wicers 
| wey t0.pas them off their guard was to appear 


to.dzionk heavily. 

‘I'll tronble you for the bottle, my frien,’ 
reraatked Dan from the other tide of tha 
table, 

Grey rose to hand ii, and, moviog suddenly, 
hia heavy chair tipped yver backward anc teil 
with » loud crash. 

“‘ How etapid of me!" cried the detective, 
apologetically, etcoping to pick it up. 

This was the grand chance for the three 
deaperate men, 

Aa the tistle detective tarned Dan noise- 
lessly exchanged the two decanters on tha 
tabie for a pair of similar ones on the sice- 
board; and aa Grey pailed his chaic np pad 
gat down he was helping bimsel{—or ar icaes 
80 it appeared to the deteotive—from the v-ry 
decanter he, Grey, had pushed acrosa.,. Toe 
clergyman and Moss followed hia example, 
and lifting their glasses.drained the contents 
ata gatp. 

“Come, we mustn't be behindhand!"’ oried 
Dan, peculiarly, ‘' Your healsb, viz |’ 

Grey smiled, and eager to please them, 
emptied his glasa as they had done, 

As be put it down again he was startled and 
alarmed to see how peculiarly hia companions 
were regarding bim—a look of eager ex- 
peotanoy in every eye, @ devilish pmile on 
every face. 

*Oaree you!” he cried ont, trying Ao rise, 
bat fioding that his limba were fast bacoming 
numb and powerless, ‘‘ You've dragged me, 
you villains!” 

He fell back helplessly as be spoke, bie head 
in a terrifio whirl; his eyes feld as though they 
were starting from their sockets; an awiul 
sensation of numbness all sbrough his frame. 

“Yes,” langhed Dan, gleeiully .canciry 
round bim, while tbrodgh the. filasi thas 
was fags etealing ovér’ bis eyes he! raw 
shat Mr, Glaistor waa watching him malig- 
nantly, ‘ You're mighty clever, Grey, my 
boy. bat nos clever eviough for us.” 

The detective mace so fearfal «ffort to 
struggle ta his fess, bus Charley, coming up 
behind him, held bim savagely down. Tha 
last thing he saw was Dan triumpbantly 
waving his precious pote-book, and then & 
darkness stole over all bis senses, and he fell 
back unoonsoions, 

“Safe now!” oried Glaister, cxuliingly. 
“He slone knew my eecret.” 





‘Lots of cheating at cards done here!” 


And juss one or two friends, old obsp, 
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[‘'BEASTLY HOT DAY, SIR!" SAID DAN, CABBLESSLY, AS HE SEATZD BIMSELF AT THE COFFEE ROOM TABLE.) 


who will be quite silent—if paid !'' remarked 
Den. significantly, looking up as he helped 
Charley to move the heavy mahogany table, 

Glaister frowned and bit his lip savagely, 
bat came forward and helped to pull up the 
trap door which formed part of the floor. It 
was raised at last, and Obarley, descending 
the steep ladder inside, atood waiting to 
receive the detective's senseless body. 

It was @ gloomy cellar into which they were 
about to lower the unfortunate man, a damp 
earthy place with one emall slit of a window 
high up in the wall, and looking out only 
on & dismal little yard shut in by high stone 


B. 

* Hope he'll like it,’ muttered Dan, as 
with Moss he slowly lowered the body, 
P.acing him on a emall, bard bed, Charley 
with an irrepressible shudder, ran up the 
ladder, sprang out, and ina minute had shat 
down the trap door, giving & vicious stamp on 
it as he shot the heavy bolt. ‘He won't give 
another o’ my pale fifteen year,’’ he snaried. 
* Uzh! what a damp hole that is!" 

** Here! help yourself!’’ cried hia master 
with : sneering laugh. ‘ Are you frightened, 
man?” 

No,” sullenly, ‘bus I must be psid for 
keeping silent, remember.”’ 

The clergyman moved uneasily on his chair, 
bat Dan answered for him. 

**In course you shall! Mr. Giaister means 
to aot fairly, Go away now, and leave us to 
eettie all,” 

Charley slouched away, and the three 
kindred spirits drew up their chaira to the 
blsze, @ queer feeling of chillinesa over power- 
ing them, and talked earnestly in low, hushed 
toner. 

* You see, Sam,” said Dan, after awhile, 
“from this nice little book we find he's been 
spying round you without you knowing any- 
sbing st all about it,”’ 

‘‘Ay, confound him!" growled Glaister, 

Ailing hie glass, 


Well,” continued Dan slowly, “he'll 
know all about that there mute creatare, and 
= knows he may ha’ let it out to some. 
one ” 

Glaister started. 

‘* Ah, yes, that’s irae! Bat what can I do 
with her?" belplessly. 

* You say she’s cracked ?"’ 

Giaister nodded. 

*: Well, then, what's easier? Clap her into 
& madhouse!" 

Giaister shook bia head. 

** Bhe's not that bad!” he said, slowly. 

* Pabaw! You know who'd take her—mad 
or not—and aek no questions #0 long as he 
was well paid,"’ 

“ What, Bonner d’you mean?" 

‘In course! Lose no time; go and sec 
him and take him down with you.” 

Toe clergyman was silent, gazing into the 
fire, and the two other worthies watched him 
narrowly. 

“Yes, I will!” he cried at last. “Tl 
never be safe until she’s away.” 

“‘And Grey ont of the country,” put in 
Moss quietly. 

Gisister turned gvickly. 

** When will be go?” he asked, 

“In five or six days. I must hear of a 
boat I can trast; then with one more dose to 
make bim quiet he’ll easily be got away.” 

‘*And I'd adviee you to clear out, my 
friend," remarked Dan, sharply. ‘‘ Bad thing 
for you you came back, though good for us, 
yon know.” 

G-aister sighed heavily. 

‘*}—]’il think of is,” be said hesitatingly. 

Don looked scornfal, and ignored this vacil- 
lating remark, 

“What about the girl?’ he asked, pre- 
sently, getting up ard looking for hie hat. 

‘Qa, I shall take her back to America with 
' me,” said Gisister, slowly. ‘When we sre 





j safe there she shall hear that I am not her j 





father, and, to make the business sure, I shal} 
marry her!” 

Dan laughed. 

‘+ Well arranged !"’ he cried. ‘ By-the-bye, 
Sam, where did you pick her up?” 

A cunning look came into Gisister’s eyes. 

**That’s my business,” he said, rudely. "J? 
I choose to adopt « friendlese orphan, what's 
that to you?” 

” Oa, nothing!" cried Dan, hastily. 

‘*D'you war* any money to-night ?"’ asked 
Gisister, taki., out his purse. ‘I've fifty 
here,” 

Mose’s eyes glistened, but i¢ was Dan who 
answered. 

* Ay, we could do wi’ abit. That's twenty 
o“— for me and Dave, and ten for Char- 
ey.’ 

In silence Glaister handed the sum required 
to each, and laid the other tenpound note op 
the table for ‘‘ Boots.” ‘ 

“‘The rest when he's gone,” be said, 
hoarsely, glancing downwards. 

** Yep, that's fair,” was Dan's ready answer. 
“ Let’s see, a thoneand each for we two, and 
a hundred for Charley, eh?” 

Glaister nodded. 

“I’m 6ff to Bonner’s now. He must go 
down with me to-morrow,” he said, moving 
towards the door. 

“That's right,” ejaculated Dav. Then 
warmly, ‘‘ Keep faith with us, Sam, or we may 
prove nasty |” 

‘What else can I do?” was the gloomy 
response, as he pailed open the glass door and 
harriedly crossed the ooffee-room. The two 
left behind looked meaningly at each other. 

* He's a coward,” remarked the Jandlord, 
heavily, ‘‘ but so much the better for us!” 

“* Ay,’ responded Dan, putting hie monty 
in an inner pooket, and patting it »ffeotion- 
ately, ‘‘and if we could only find out the 
mystery about that girl, I believe our ?ortancs 
would be mace!” 

(Zo be continued.) 
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A LATE ATONEMENT. 


i eel 
CHAPTER XV. 


Tue Squire was not dead! 

William and one of the footmen carried him 
to his own room. A groom was sent riding as 
for dear life into Kesterton to summon Dr. 
West, while Arline and the old housekeeper 
did their best to restore the old man from his 
long swoon. All their efforts seemed fruitless, 
and at Jast they had to desist and wait for 
the doctor's arrival. 

Sydney Weat had attended the Squire ever 
since he came to Digby Piace. The two were 
staunch friends, and though the doctor was 
the junior of the pair by nearly twenty years, 
he enjoyed a larger share of James Rashton’s 
confidence than any other of his acquaint- 
ances, 

Dr. West had attended Mrs. Rushion in 
her last illness, and being an observant man 
ot guessed some heavy sorrow lay near her 

*, ; 


He had never mentioned this to anyone. He 
would not seek to force the Squire's confi- 
dence, and for Arline, though he bad known 
her from a little cbild, he cheriehed one of 
those strange dislikes which people sometimes 
conceive without reason, and yet feel in their 
own heart are justified, though they cannot 
explain how. 

To the doctor Arline repeated the story 
already told to the servants. She had been 
disturbed by some peise—the sound of voices, 
a8 she believed. She was jost thinking of 
going downstairs to investigate for herself 
when she heard her father scream. 

The servants had accepted this story as 
gospel ; Dr. West had his doubts, 

“Do you mean to infer that the Squire had 
& hand-to-hand stroggle with burglars?” he 


atked, when he had listene? in patience to | must have a fall, I suppose, but I did think I 
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[‘‘I NEVER BAW THAT CHEQUE BEFORE,” GAID THE SQUIRE, ‘AND THE SIGNATUBE ISN'T MINE! ’’) 


Arline’s theory and was anxious to go to his 
patient, 

“ Yes—there can be no other explanation.” 

“I think you are mistaken, There is not 
the slightest trace”—here he glanced round 
the library—“‘of a scuffis. Borglars, Miss 
Rashton, don’t trust to their fists. I see no 
sign of any weapon. Besides, if you heard 
your father seream, his aesailants in the same 
room would have heard him also, and, knowing 
help woald come, must have made their escape 
in a hurry. The man who fetohed me assured 
me the front door was barred and bolted with 
the utmost precantions last night, and that 
a of the fastenings had been tampered 

Arline regretted the care she had taken to 
rebolt the door. Evidently the story of a 
robbery would not hold water. 

Dr. West went upstairs. He examined the 
Squire very carefally and then he gave his 
verdict. Tne patient bad probably lost his 
footing, tripped and fallen. As the candle- 
stick had been picked up close to where he 
was discovered, the presumption was that the 
draught extinguished his light as the Squire 
opened the door, and that, missing his way in 
the dark, he had a nasty fall. 

“Unless his head struck something and 
he received an injury to the brain there is 
nothing to be alarmed at. See, Mise Rushton, 
he is coming to." 

The old man opened his eyes, looked feebly 
round the room, recognised the doctor, and 
pressed hia hand. 

“ Ah, West, you were always telling me not 
to read in bed. You can triumph over me 
now.” 

Dr. West gave him a cordial. He drained 
the glass, and a faint colour came back to his 
withered cheeks, 

**]’ve given them all a fine fright, ha! ha!" 





said the Squire, cheerfally. ‘Well, pride 





knew my way about my own house, even in 
the dark.” 


Arline listened bewildered. Did her father 
really believe his fall an accident, or was he 
talking like this because he had recognised 
her and Clifton in the library, and wanted to 
keep her disgracefal secret from the doctor 7 

She was soen to have thie question set at 
reat, for Mre. Hobbs asked respectfully, — 
aw" you see who knocked you down, 

‘*Kaocked me down!" exclaimed the 
Squire, who seemed quite himself again, 
though one of his arms was badly bruieed, 
and he admitted he felt very shaky. ‘‘ What 
will you ask next, Hobbs? My candle was 
blown out by the wind, and like an idiot I 
stumbled over a chair or something and 
meaeured my length on the ficor.”’ 

“Miss Rashton said she heard voices, siz, 
and was going downstairs to see who was 
there when she heard you soream,” said the 
housekeeper, eager to defend herself. 

**Oome) Arline,” said her father, ‘“‘ what 
could you be thinking of ? Robbers at Digby 
Piace! Well, they'll have to break down the 
door and take out one or two of the window 
panes to get in, unless someone obligingly 
assisted them from inside, which I don't be- 
lieve s servant in my employ would be bade 
enough to do. Besides, my dear, I'm an old 
man, and not inclined to do valorous acts. If 
I'd fancied robbers were in the house I should 
just have rang the alarm bell, not have rushed 
downstairs and invited the thieves to murder 
me,’ 

Arline looked intensely annoyed. 

*‘ You need not make game of me,” she said, 
‘I am sure it was & natural 


Bat the Squire sat up in bed and laughed 
till the tears ran down his cheeks, 

‘My dear girl, it’s too absurd. I have a 
restless night, and go downstairs to Jook for a 
book, the wind blows out my oandle, and I 
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tamble over a chair. You forthwith deoide 
robbers are in the house exrgaged in mardering 
me,”’ 

‘' You screamed,” porsisted Arline, 

‘' Mv dear, at seventy odd years a tamble is 
no slight matter. To feel-yourself falling, you 
know not where in a dark room, ig rather an 
alarming experience.” 

Arline left the room vei ash put ont. 

Mrs. Hobbs and the remeined to 
make the Squire more  dosia by bathing 
abe bruised arm ,syith. arnica..and water. 
Finally the good ald reizeated, 
and doctor and patien$.were left alone. 

“You'll be as right as ever in qfondegs it 


you keep qaiet: bat, Squire, don’t repeat the 
experiment. alls are dangerous at .your 


See.”’ 

“is sha’n't repeat i},” said James Raehton, 
ohserfally. ‘ What's the matter with Arline, 
West? She looked as white as.e sheet.” 
at She ig natupally frightened at your acci- 

a" 

“She behaved very badly,” said the Sqaire, 
thongh he would not have le) anyone else 
Po 60 plainly of his idolized daughter. 

jidea of persuading the servanta there 
hed been a pebbers here, Why, ii’s half over 
iKeaterten by shis Aime. She knowa..how I 
cokanh. ge sossip, and sabia place is a regular hot- 


ei Gon " said DepeWest, . quietly, ooking 
Gbascily at the and soeeking with a | 
Qertain grim Ai ce. ‘ Kesterson, doss 
Sumy believe ‘the pEDer shudy of mankind 
ie manu,’ and so J;-tipink,.Mr. Rashion, people 
who-live hereabonts should be specially care- 
- net to do anything rumour candake hold 
ss) 

‘Tf you roean that for me,"-said the Sgzire, 
barsly, “ I'd mach rather you epoke plainly. 
i detest hints. As the came time I don’t care 
much what Kesterton likes to say abouts me. 
i daresay they'll snggess the cauce of. my fall 
wae @ too libsral allowance of whisky the night 
before, bus I don’’ care. If it pleases the 
idiota to make me ont a scoundrel, why—les 

’em. Lh) 

**My dear, old. friend,”. gaid Dz. . West 
kindly, " don’t work, yonreelf pp LF pe & age. 
“‘Taere’s no one in Kesterton wopid gay a,harsh 
word of bed and as to, what you Sressaied. 
why, they'd. ba ashamed even to kins at such 
@ calumny.” 

*' Then what did-you mean?" 

Dr. West wag silent. 

“I Enow you have something in. yonr 
mind,” oried jhe angry eld man, ¢' You Meant 
I was not as perelal, asl + harto give the 
Sasefal old gos wath eae t,s0andal,"’ 

“if was nots nize.” 

: Ss my dapghger, pabpoce, ” 

“ Yes,’ 


‘ Well, what bas Arline, dane,to panama 
gossip? Oh, Lean guesss, she bae unan gen 
in Keatagton with «por, gooein Digby. : 1 
why not ?,.Ife lady, oan’s @riveout.with her 
nesreas ingzonn shings-ate gosne to & prety 
pase! I epppose people hint,he .ja in Jove 
with her. ., All.the beser if be.is, aince my 
Greatest, qaxtbly, wish ia to sea them married.” 

De. Wess teit s.tbough,he bad arvana & 
aleeping lion, bas he pargevered. 

“IT have mos, heard apy mention of, Mr. 
Digby Rashion.. Isiawsid.ia Keaterton. shat 


Horace Giition joa xesurned.so sig neighbour. 4 


hood, and has bean seen Ranging abeus the 
grcunds of the Piase,”’ 

“ Robpish !'3 .asid she Squire, teatily, fe 
pack of, dies, West, from beginning to end, 
Olitson waa a. goodJocking scamp who had the 
andacity to lift hia eyes to my danghter, Z 
threatened to,horsewhip him, and he wens off 
to Lone cmeight ears. ago. He's never been 
beard of bers since. He didn’s.even come 
down to take a look at the old farm bafore his 
father sold.ii and.emigrated to. America, It 
wae &® presampsuous shing of him tofall in 
love with Axhive, and an ingplt.to me; but 
apon.my word, I think the pecple who dare to 


a. ee me 





to listen to him after eight years are morejago that the private door, as it is never used 


outrageous still." 
Dr. West kept perfeotly silent, 


except by the family, should be lefa unfastened, 
She said Mr, Digby liked to take a etroll on 


“You'll he saying next,” grambled the| the terrace with big cigar the last thing, and 


Eqaire, “that you believe it yourself, As if | thas I { always depend apon fast 
Muas Rashton would stoop to look at a farm | ing it. oleh ya Gepe pon hia en- 


Jabourer, and he wasn't much better."’ 


Hobbs and her master looked at each other, 


“ Clifton was infatuated over his eldest son | The Squire said nodhing. Thad the migerable 
and gave him a good education,” said Dr.|ramoar about Horace Ciifton had hia 
West, slowly. “It’s no business of mine. | housekeeper he felt certain, bat he as: no 


You'll probably turn me out of the house|q 
when I ve told-you; but now you'll be laid up 
for a week or. s0 and mnable to see to things, I 


muss warn you.” 
“Oh, goon!” said.s 
“ Same told.y 
& peraon 
Bee us ens it 
* Nos qgite. 
called i) wom 


nd fo.cavesgime 
across eo! It was moon! 
bright as day. gaw on | 
stile which aie 
wood ; be dogs @5 angngh he were. 
for someo 


@8..jour sbrabbery fr 


Pguire, mockingly. » | in my own keeping,’ 

someone else saw Cai 

Ciitson Dear way grounds, - You MA 

‘9 nights ago, Sqaire, I was 1 
,in gne of your cottages 

near she weod. nop ih after, 





ig over she 


i a” see, Me, Dighy ia., 
, the Squire, jemelt 8 toy 
, and I should feel, Pye the 






ainly sir, is aball ie 





3S ah 
“it he , it needn’t have beon Arline, izle sen te amber 
otor’s 
snapped the ‘quire. yi wee bad & gered his 
—a ony old woman; West. I mean ‘agers i Seeks ans keya 
Perhaps be @id, hut the warning x oon with the 
been taken aaly shan be 6 oo ' resales inte lee menial he was 
when Dr. Wea. » the Squire wrung, ‘e ,geemmed far more upest 
his hand, and } ban. ae had done when 
“I oan trast you— A-mord 0 apgane of costed Q oor may, 


whad you saw, for her.mether's sake 
Tae trait of Dr. West's warning was, se 


on. 
forthooming. Tae Squire pealed his bell and 


demanded the housekesper. 





Was 
sales and had stopped bee ergs eo said 


“Sut the door, Hoobs,” he eaid, testily, | to her suddealy,— 


‘and tarn the key, You have been in my 


“By the way, , my dear, I was rather un- 


service & good many years. I am going to|kind this morniag in making light of your 
give you some ordere which may segm sispnge | fears." 


to you. Can I trust you to carry them cus 
and hold your torgze?"’ 


Hobbs made no uoisy protesiation. Sae mee Att | 


only. said. gravely,— 
“You can reckon on me, sir; I never 


4 betrayed your snass yet, and L.aban's bogin! retarne, the keys of” 


new.” 
Bat hia next,quession surprised. ber, : 
“ How many waya are there of. gesting cut 
of this houge,; Hobbs? 1 don't: mean the 


Stables spd servants’ enirancas, tha way topll| J 
shose.is cat.oft by she green baize ,door at the precaation that can 


end of she hall.” 
t You,mesn.if, thas door were locked, sig 2!’ 
@ueationed Hobbs, slowly. 
‘| Juat.so1’«the Squisze smiled.zather bit- 
— ‘I may ke ealoulasing how ..many 
he robbers Misa Arline beard had cat 
gow pg away, you know! Any way, tell me/ 
Yea, air. Woan.oue that door ialocked, 
whist i ia done by sho baler atsen,o'plock-—fox, 
ae see, sir, Mixa Ruphton'a mais, and your 
Pp shis:gide, pnd abe Hasler bes a pase 
= bia own, 4 be plwaya locks. sha’ door 
at ten a2 regular as clook gork—— 
r ve s Bapizanodied. 
Pyeue, the men.ebus and Jook the win- 
dowapefore they go to bed; besides, abere's 


nope ot opr windows.'id be easy to 5 


of. There's ines rend, anizance and . 
arivens nied or whisk 6s omarcante Jang and 
bbery. 


"wie who, fastens these?” 

“The qh faphant, Tho. keys of course 
rexnain in the locks, but he .makes,the bolts 
and are acoure.” 

ow, Mrs. Hobbs, while I am Jeid aside, 
and it will be a wegk before I am gownstgira 
again, I require you to bring ms shove two 
keys every evening at ten precisely, having 
fira’ satisfied yo oyreelt the coors are properly 
logked and bolte 

Mrs. Hobbs curteeyed, 

“ Yea, sir; bat——” 

“ You asid T conid traat you, woman.”’ 

“Jo.ehall be done, sir; bnt Mies Raghton 





say ho's come back on the chanoce.of getting ber 


‘You did not mean to bo,"’ said Arline, 
Bweetly, * “ was natural you shoald speak 
on were.co ill.’’ 
, Tam going.so guard against 
all ieee’ i or i mppiary. Until Digby 
grand entrance and 
the litsle privatacdeog exe $p bo brought to 
meas soon ad all bas heen mace segure for 
the night.” 
“ Papa !-is that necestary?” 
ink 260, my Fonok -Any way, it ig a 
0 no hare.” 
“(Won't it make thé servants nervous, 
papa?” 
“Not at all, They haye a-separate en- 
trance, thongh it Won’s affeo: them, for Hobbs 
ia too carefal . a — of the maida to be 
ding about at night.” 
maa could Arliié apewer?> ‘Toat. very 
night Olitson woald be expeo¥ng her abtheir 
igyating-place, and expsct iq vain. Perhaps, 
in a day or two, her father wauld give up shia 
strange now freak: of -hig.« Meanwhile, she 
was cat off from all communication with her 
husband. 


CHAPTER XVI. 


Horace Ciietom went soothe say ahing-place 
three simea with us mecting his wife; shen he 
femand Sos soishe eonelagion. that, the Sane a 
Ulagse. had taken a. £exioua suru, aad Arline 

waa. nap bie.to.leave bim. 

Peigately, the young man jhoughé.is.e pily 
that Mr, Raehton lingered 80 long, ane 
was quite prepared to, dispense. wit 8 
with omit igty for. sha, BRESER if her, absence 


Ba rte: ae, a BOA SA Ee toes 
ad next bef 
Gaal ing be ie they age of bia abode, 


bat now he wrote a sanbagals wove letter 
tthe nif: 20f. phat“ she. perapn. Miag Rashton 
employed was ‘ts ihe ‘ Blas, Lion, “recon, 
and, waouid pa any honest job. 

wWWiyh We Hy wi deckat Unt tod ingaising hia 
handwriting, { iftich “not, the slfghteat 





may not like it. She gave orders only » week diflioulfy fo making the note resemble such & 
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ane £8, might come [rom & asmpasresa of the | 
tomer orders. -Dhe Jnitiala * A. 0." in» the 
corner would geil their own tale 0 Arline, and 
set betray nothing-if the epietle ‘fell into ad- 
verse banda, : 

By return of post head this reply, framed 
mith admirable prudence ou the model cf his 
own, and couched in the third person. 

‘+ Mies Rusbton was.nnabdie te,see H. C. at 
present, but thought she had given,euilisient 
gizeerions forthe workahe reqnixed. to, be,ac- 
oompiished...As oom ap the Squire was berter 
ghe would come herself, and jadge of H,.0,’s 
a0coegs #5 & neediewoman,’’ ; 

Olitton pat the note into his, pocket with a 
ecrottered word of apprevai. 

“Poe's a deep one,..ahe is, .16 was & 
mistake dor. her jo have, been orn -the 
dangater of @ zich cowniry gentleman; abe 
bos @ fortane ia her wits, and. is an intriguer 
so: her fioger. tips.” 

His, moneywas falling. short. He: was,of 
tho opinion hediad better hazry on she busi- 
nea?; while Arline -way engeged with her 
jasber, he, would be able: io scoure the: lion's 
seare of she spoil. As well ‘borrow’’ the 
Squice's name for a lags sxovunt as & small ; 
aad 60 long as Arline bad the sum necessary 
for Hester Dixon, is wouid.not, matter to her 
@hat became-of the reat. 

Morace Clifton had no’ overrated bia 
éalonts; when he joobed at the signature on 
tre falso obrqae and eom@pared ib with that 
ci @ letter from the Squire which Aniaa had 
isut him, hesoid himeeif vo aae could detect 
quy difference between. them, 

A greater ci ffisalty was to whom should she 
eusqne be made payable. This pozzied the 
iorger for some time; at last be thought of a 
plan which would suis mim dowa to the 
ground, since, besides other advaniages, it 
might draw suspicion to & man whom .Cufson 
bated beoauee be had beew, the obief wiasness 
againstdhim im abe proseausion for that.osher 
forgery which regalsed in his spending seven 
long years as & convics, 

Hs would make the ,ekeque payable: to 
“Digby Bashton or bearer,’’ thos avoiding 
the, necessity of endorsing it. Was more 
osataral than that the Squire should make a 
handeame,,present to his heir? A general 
description of Clifton would apply equaily 
to Digby Rushton. 

To those who knew both men there wag nos 
¢he shadow of any resembiance between them ; 
bat both were about the same age, bosh were 
dark .and.good-looking. 

i was delightfal to. the ex-convict to think 
he mighs sow digsensicn. between the Squire 
and his heir;;mighs even lead to the laster 
having to Gefend bimsell from a charge of 
forgery. 

Zhe Sqaire banked with an old-establiahed 
firm near Charing Cross, Messrs. Jackson's 
had. bad hie,sccount for years, and enjoyed 
his failest.confidence, 

Olifton coolly presented himself at the bank 
at, halfipast sthree, when he guessed the 
number of oustomera would be large, though, 
@S it still wanted thirty minutes to closing 
time, there would be no danger of his having 
to depart unattended to. 

One, of she senior olerks,came forward. He 
icoked at the amonni ofthe cheqzae—two 
bondred pounds—and seemed eurpmsed he 
glanced againvat the signature, and degided it 
was all right. He could have sworn to the 
peculisr crabbed hand. 

Ohfton noticsd his slight hesitation. 

_ “I ghould.Jike the money in.gold, please,” 
he eaid, cheerfoliy, “Iam jaas starting for 
® bojiday in Normandy, and my consin gave 
me an open cheque that I might get it oashed 
promptly.’ 

_‘‘ Are you Mr, Digby Rushton?” asked the 
Clerk, thinking it best to be on the este side, 
— if; it offended this communicative young 

an. 

Cifton was prepared for the question. Hoe 
had paid @ visit to a cheap fancy printer's 
8586. morning, who advertised ‘‘ Your cardand 
Plateepgraved while you wait.’ The plate he 





bad not troubled abont, bas he oaxricd,off Aity 
cards. with him, and be now -hanged » neat 
listle russia leather case well: filled wish saem 
ta the.olerk. 

‘I dcn’s think éhere’s.manch denbs about 
it,” de remarked, oagclesaly. ; 

‘You'll excuse the question, I hops?’ re 
matked. the olerk, quite, goavinced all was 
right.. ‘I've been, bere, sen, yeara, and, is, is 
the fires time. Mr., Rashion,.ever signed a 
obequg-payable to bearer wishous crossing it.” 

Quitson never flinched. He sook.the,xraoucy, 
put, it in. a nice litsie eanvas,bag auch as & 


-tonrist might be suppoged s0 carry, slipped she 
| bag inko the pookes. of hig light overcoat and 


left the bark. 

He -hetrayed not.the slightest.sign of haste ; 
he did not -even oall,a oab.oa gainivg the 
Strand, battrolled down.e quiet. side sirect’ 
till he. came to the, Temple Htation,,teok a 
shizd-class sickest, for the Mangion Hose, but 
alighted at Biackiriars, where he embarked 
on & penpy.pisamer for Caelaca. 

Having thus, as, he, decided, cut off all 
clue by which be could be traced,he re- 
taurned.to Kesterton via Willesden Janesion, 
sook «ff dis beard and. whiskers in the 
seclusion of ® fires-olass carriage, of which 
he had :the sole enjoyment, and apperred ai 
the * Blue Lion” in time: so. partake of the 
eubstantial. dinuer he had ordered for eight 
o'dlock, Atser Rhich, he took a stroll.down 
the town, hoping to pick up some news, on- 
eerning the minster of Digvy Piace. 

Bas Teuraday was markewday at Kesierion, 
and shongh ail traces. of the isimerant merz- 
chauts,. who pitabed their ajalla in the oid. 
fashioned maarkes. place, had cisappeared, the 
towa was shill Molaing w kind of iestival, A 
band was playing, people were discusaing the 
prices of fruii and poulsry, no One Beemed to 


ybave much interest in the Syaire and bis 


iliness, 

Oiitaoa, dared not put a dizec’k.quession, snd 
though be contrived. to overhear several oon. 
vexsations noi meantfor his benefis, be never 


,once caugus a mension of Arline and hor 


father. 

The.servants of Digby Placa were of opinion 
juss now that Misa Rashton’s temper was 
beyond bearing... Since her fasbor's accident, 
a3 she ecoarrence of Saturdey nigh’ was 
oslied she had bardly had a oivid word for 
sapyone, 

Mra. Hobba had, muvb edo to oheck the 
grambiings of her subordinaies, and though, 
from respect for ‘‘the family,'’ she way down 
on the malcontents, in her heart the good 
woman sympathised with them, and fels so 
far from easy at the existing state of affairs 
at Digoy Piace that:had she only known the 
heir’s address she would certainly have com- 
maunicated with him, and begged him for the 
Squire's sake to retarn to Kesterton. 

A -week passed, end the old gentleman 
seemed no better. The injary, spoken of at 
first) as slight, seemed to have quite -broken 
down his strength. He -still kept his own 
room, only rising fora few boars each day to 
lie on the sofa. 

Mra. Hobba really fancied he did not care 
whether he recovered or not, and she spcke 


‘her thoughts very freely to the doctor. 


‘¢Ts'a jast ae thongh he’d something on hia 
mind, Dr. Weat, which prevented his getting 
better. 
a week last Saturday that is,happened, 1 wish 
he'd send for Mr. Digby.” 

“He has sent,” xeplied Dr. West, slowly. 
‘He told me he gent bis consin she news of 
his accident, and begged bia 40 return at 
ence, He is so annoyed at the young fellow's 
negleot that he won't jet. me wriie to bim.as I 
wished to-do.” 

© I'd write fast enoagh myself if I had the 
address,” said Mra.,Hobbs. ‘The master's 
righthand is so helpless be can'a bold s pen ; 
and if Misa Arline wrote, it’s easy to gueea she 
put something in her lester to prevent Mr. 


Digby's coming back, secing ahe hates bin, 


like poison!” 
De, West stanted, 


I’m eare he’s no stronger, though ita,’ 


** Do-yeu mean that, Mrs, Hobbs? "’ 
‘| You, sir, bdo. Feom the very fires Miss 
| Rushton objected 4o her. cousin's cominy here, 
aud if the Bquiredictated.a lester 40. her, he'd 
petoral trues, her to. putewbat be. ssid, and 
not ask to look atit afterwards. She'd bave 
& fine chanpe for doing Mr. Digby an evil 
urn!” 

‘' The Fqaire won'tgive me the addrecs, I 
asked him for'it this very morning. Have you 
no ides of it, Mes, Hobbs?” 

“He's with his -mopher, sir, and ehe lives.in 
Bossex; but that’s not much,clue, Oh! brt 
Miss Arline has played her carde well, he’s 
made the Sqaire think Mr. Digby won't come 
t0,him,, while very likely the poor young 
gentleman's. .pos so much .as heard of his 
oonsin’s illness,’’ 

Dr. West looked .sbarply at the house- 
keeper. 

* You don’é:ceem much aiiached to Mies 
Rushton—yet you must have known her irom 
her childhood,” 

‘\It's. bard werk to be, attached to those 
who've no heart, Daotor,and her, beast friends 
oou'dm’s say Mias Aglinebad much of shat; 
besides, L-don't like the way she’s going on 
now!" 

De. Weskoleced: the door. 

“Ii you've snything,.on your mind, Meg. 
Hobbs, that you'd teli Mr, Digby if he wers 
here, hadu't you better truss me, Iam an old 
fziend of -your masier’s,#od I have heard a 
g00d, aany secrets in my time,” 

Tae housekeeper wanted no second invita- 
tion; she poured out her story, how the 
Squire's orders were the batler was to lock 
both the entrances and take the keys to him 
ab ten o'clock, 

‘JT noticed, cir, Misa Arline was nod bert 
pleased at the time. If you'll beiicve mo, f 
missed the key of the private door, aa it's 
calisd, the very nextday. Is had been patio 
tbe lock by the butier she ficat thing. By ten 
o'clock it was gone!” 

“ And you taxed she maida?” 

‘* No, sir. William, the master’s valet, sald 
me he gaw Miss Rushton take the key out, 
and walk off withis. I said nota ward toher, 
bas I sent for the carpenter from Keaterton, 
and by noon there was enother look on thas 
door which the old key wouldn't fit. Miss 
Roshton was shot up with the Squire, and 
beard nothing. The new key I take care of 
myself in she day time when the door's 
unlcoked. It's never ontof my keeping or the 
Sqaize's!"’ 

‘*You mre sure she tock the key for some 
special pnrpose?” 

‘' Sir, though it seemed almost a sin to be 
apying on my master’s daughter, I made sare 
ofthat. 1 waited tillali was quiet, shen I creps 
dewnstaiza into @ little room called the snug- 
gery, which is close to the private door lead- 
ing into the grounds, Lhbeard Miss Rashton 
game down. I .beard some.one try and pata 
key into the lock. At last, when I thought she 
had givenit up, Icameout. She didn’t see me, 
she was going opstaira then; bus the look on 
her face, Dr. Went, was like a fary’s!” 

De. West quite believed it. He himseif was 
far from easy at the state of things at the 
Piace. He even thoaght of goivg ap to London 
and. trying to find ont Dighy Rashtons 
addxess ; buta country doctor is. mot. maater 
of hisownsime. He was unusually busy joss 
then, and he. let the matter slide. How 
deeply .he regretted thedelay in a few days, no 
tongue can tell, 
| ae Sqaire’s right band was helpless. Is 
-had received some severe strain in she fail. 

Some of the firgera had .been burs, and is 
, would probably be weeks before they recovered 
| sheie normal power. 
| Perhaps the old man himself did not think 
; Arline a perfect secretary, for a few days after 
ithe consultation between the .daotor and 

housekeeper the Squire requested hia old 
‘friend to write a letter for him to his bankers. 
It.was to inform these gentlemen of hia 
; accident,and how impossibie it would be tor 
, bim 20 sign cheques as usual. 
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Bince the housebold expenses required a 
certain amount of ready money, Mr. Rushton 
intimated that he would for the present use 


his left band, and he sent them a facsimile of | 
' Jovely she looked in her sweeping silk and 
| lace. Her father told her the s 
: beard it, 


hie future signature that they might duly 
hoponur it, 

The letter was despatched on Friday by an 
early post. At six o’clock a gentleman 
reached Digby Place, who sent up a message 
to the Squire that he wae a clerk in Mesers, 
Jackson’s bank, and the partner bad com- 
miesioned him to call on the subject of Mr. 
Raehton’s letter. 


Arline was in her own room, and heard ; 
nothing of the arrival, The Squire, who was | 


dressed and on his sofa, had no aversion to 
receiving Mesers. Jackson's messenger, and 
greeted him very pleasantly. 

“Cautious people, you bankers, I must say. 
I suppose you've been sent down to see me 
sign my name with my left hand and verify 


the fact?” 
‘Not exactly. The firm thought I had 
better come. Something rather unpleasant 


has happened, and I'm the person they blame ; 
they wanted me to explain it to you. Mr. 
Roscbtop, your letter distinctly named 
BSatorday week as the date of your accident.” 

“Ab, I've been laid by a fortnight to- 
morrow, It's tedious work.” 

‘And you have signed no cheques during 
that time ?”’ 

The Equire stretched ont his right band, 
which was swathed in wet bandages, and thus 
looked double its natural size. 

* Does it look like it ?’’ 

“Then I am_ ruined!" 
brokenly. 
ton. I believed it was your signature, and 
cached it atonce. The partners say I ought 
to bave consalted them, as for you to sign an 
Open cheque for so large an amount wae un- 
precedented. Bud the gentleman offered such 
® natural explanation of the matter I was 
taken in.” 

**T never saw that obeque before,” said the 
Sqaire, ‘‘and the signature is not mine; but 
you sha’n't suffer through me, Mr. Cameron. 


said Cameron, 


1 will Jose this money, and the bank shall get | 


off scot free on condition they don’t make 
you any the worse for your mistake. Why, 
the signature is so like mine it might have 
deceived a dczen people. Make your mind 
easy xbout your own share of the transaction, 
Mr. Cameron, and then tell me everything 
from beginning to end.” 

Which Guy Cameron was quite ready to do. 
He gevée a very graphic description of the 
episode, laying especial strese on his baving 
asked for the stranger's card. 

** Bhould you know the fellow again ?” 

“3 was near closing time, and the bank 
wae foll. I am afraid I could not swear to 
the gentleman. I couldn't describe him be- 
yond vaguely that he was dark and good- 
looking, but I ehoald know hia voice among a 
hondred.” 

‘(1s must bave been the man to whom the 
chegte ie paysble—Di,by Reshtor,.”’ 

‘* 7] am afraid so."’ 

‘And I have heaped benefits.upon him. I 
would bave had him marry my daughter. 
Tbank Heaven I have discovered his true 
obsracter in time, young man,” and the 
Sgnire turned to the clerk almost solemnly. 
‘: Let thie be a warning to you. Don't deceive 
anyone who trusts you. I would have psid 


thia money ten times over rather than one of | 


my name ehonld have stooped to thie," 

“If you undertake the loss, sir, the bank 
will bush it op,’’ said Cameron, earnestly. 
‘Indeed, there ia no necessity for them to 
know the cheque is forged.” 

Toe Squire shook hia head. 

‘*T wall bear the loss, but I will prosecute 
the sinner with the utmost rigour of the law. 

imight bave forgiven anyone in derperate 
straits for the money, bat Digby Rushton had 
& evfficient income, 
me snd J would bave increased it. Bevidee,”’ 
and the old man’s voice grew very bitter, “his 
ingratitude is of the deepest die. 








: and see Mr. Morton. 
i the first detectives in London. Give him this 


'‘ Look at this cheque, Mr, Rash. ' 








He bad only to speak to , 


written, telling him I am ill and begging him 
to return, and he bas taken not the slightest 


notice,” 


Enter Arline dressed for dinner. Very 


as he had 
Bhe grew so white as she listened, 
that the clerk wondered if she could have had 
any tender interest in her handsome cousin. 

“ Mr. Cameron will dine with you, Arline,” 
said the Squire. ‘' No,” as the young man 
would have excused himself, '‘ you can’t re- 
tarn to London without — 
hospitality of the Place. Besides, I have an 
— in town I shall want you to undertake 

me,’”’ 

Conversation dragged sadly while the 
servants were in the room. As soon as they 
had retired Arline aeked, impulsively,— 

* Stould you know this man ie 

“T fear not. As I have explained to the 
Squire, the bank was fall and I was unusually 
busy. I remember hie voice perfectly, but I 
ay @ confased recollection of his face.” 

“ ! 7? 

She said no more. Oameron decided that 
in spite of her beauty she was a most un- 
interesting =_— woman. He was glad to 
get back to the Squire, who was far more to 
his taste than the lady. 

“ You cen spare an hour or two to.morrow 
afternoon to help me, then?’ asked Mr. Rash. 
ton. “I think you leave the bank on Satur. 
days at two? I want you to go to this address 
He used to be one of 


letter, and tell him all you have told me. If 
he is sharp he will get a warrant issued for 
Digby Rauehton's arrest, and on Monday he 
oan be trapp<d.” , 

Cameron opened his eyes. 

** Bat do you know hie address, sir? He 
only told me he was going to Normandy.” 

‘- I oan tell you where his mother lives. She 
will direct the detective to him, Let Morton 
go in plain clothes and say he comes from me, 
then there will be no difficalty. She regards 
me as a benevolent Providence, poor woman, 
and will imagine I want her son for his own 
advantage.” 

‘‘It seems hard on her,” said Cameron, 
slowly. ‘ She will feel later she has betrayed 
her own s0n to jaatice.” 

‘* Then she should have brought him up to 
be honest,” said the Squire, coldly. 


(To be continued.) 








Avstrati Is the antipode of the entire world, 
To that country a rising barometer indicates 
rain, and a failing barometer fair weather. 
The swans are black and the eagies white; the 
mole is oviporons, and has a dack’s beak; the 
dogs have a wolf's head, # fox's tail, and never 
baik They also havea bird with a tongue like 
@ broom, and a fish which has part of the body 
belonging to the genus Kaia wud part to the 
genous Sgquale. Many winged serpents are 
found there, and fish with large feathery 
wings. The ema is a bird as large as an 
ostrich, but instead of feathers has hair. One 
bird has a note like a bell, another oriea like » 
child, while a third laugha as though his sides 
would eplit. 


Bourn Arnica is taking steps to prohibit 
Chinese immigration. The prejudice against 
Chivamen is almost world-wide. There may 
be a few South American countries where they 
are still admitted, but even these countries 
will soon be shut against them. China herself 
treats strangers in an inhoepitable way. The 
gates of her cities sre barred against them. 
The few porta where citizens of civilized 
countries reside for purposes of trade have 
their foreign gqnartera established qoite 
distinct from the native district, and the ap. 
pearance of a stranger therein is sufficient to 
set the rabble upon bim. or to subject him to 
insult and injary, Whether at home or abroad 


I have . the Chinaman ia urdesirabie, 
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JASPER PALLISER’S 
GRANDDAUGHTER, 


Se 
CHAPTER I. 
A STBANGE MEETING. 


Mus. Macponarp sat in the veranda of her 
pretty country house, at the fashionable 
watering place of Cliffs Villa, U.S.A. and with 
a thoughtfal vexed look on her handsome 


of the} face. 


She held a letter in her band, bearing an 
English stamp and post-mark, the contents 
of which had evidently upset her. 

Ia Clara Maddison telling me the truth, 
now?" she thought. “ Ciara’s a bit spiteful, 
and envies me my liberty. It’s all very well 
to go to Europe and travel round, but its 
another to drag a vulgar, bragging fellow, 
like Cyrus Maddison, along with you. Per. 
haps she's only written this to rile me, 
Gaese it will be my own fanls if the tale turns 
out true. I ought to have made up my mind 
last fall, before he went away, bat I couldn't. 
A woman like me, rich and independent, gives 
up a deal when she marries again. It's a risk, 
too. I bad a dozen offers before I'd been six 
months a widow, but they were all after my 
money. Poor mean fellows, with ne'er a 
doliar to bless themeelves with. I don’t mean 
Bilas, though, poor Silas! No, he loved me 
when I was Armanda Jennings, and milked 
poor father’s cows, fed the chickens, and did 
the choirs on the farm. No! hedon’s want 
my money a bit more than Lord B. does, 
who's got & castle, and Jands, and money 
enough too in the old country. Iwonder can 
is be true? I wonder what this girl—this 
heiress ia like, Clara saye Lord R. is making 
love to. Like me, I wonder!” 

And she looked at the large mirror tbat 
stood at the opposite side of the room. 

It reflected the image of a tall, well-formed 
woman of about thirty, with handsome, 
strongly-marked features, large dark eyes, 
loxariant black hair, and a fall superb figore. 

There was resolution, firmness and intelli- 
gence in the dark eyes that met yours £0 
fearlessly and honestly, and the fall, red- 
lipped mouth betckened kindnes of heart and 
good nature. Neither meanness, cunning, 
nor deceit, & physiognomiss would have said, 
could possibly fiad a place in the bosomo! , 
one possessed of such a broad well-developed 
forehead, and such a grandly formed head. 

“I don’t believe what Clara Maddison 
says,” she went on, tarning from the mirror 
sgain. ‘ She wants to keep me here at home, 
that’s all. Bat I won't stay. I'll go—go to 
Europe by the very next boat. Only I wonder 
what Silas will eay, poor fellow! He never 
liked Roesallyn ; but shen of couree he didn’t, 
he'd never like anyone who loved me, seein 
ashow he wants me himself, poor boy.” 

She smiled a little at the thought. It was 
nice to have a cousin like Silas Brookfield 
devoted to her, and who managed all her 
affairs co well. It didn’t strike her that 
Silas Brookfield’s part of the bargain was not 
so pleasant as hers—that he did everything 
for her, and received nothing in return. Not 
even thanks sometimes. Certainly not the 
love he coveted. 

A step was heard in the veranda. 

‘Ts it you, Silas?” she oried, 

* Yes, I reckon,” replied a clear, deep voice, 
and a tall, loosely-boilt man, with a thio 
sinewed face, pleasant’ grey eyes, and a yellow 
beard and moustache, entered, 

Hia face and hands were tanned a ruddy 
brown by theaun. He threw down bia hat and 
riding. whip aa he entered, and gave a sigh 
of satisfaction. ce 

“* Eziekel wires Felibridge shares have riz 
fourtcen sixteenths,” he said, ‘I’ve been 


down to Pittsburgh, ‘Mandy, and folks ere 
saying that you got in just in time, they'll 
boom presently. I've been around the place, 
too, and old John tells me. Bat what's up, 





‘Mandy 7 you don’t look too brash to day.” 
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“Qh! I'm well enough, Silas,’ she 
®newered, 

: {Then what's worriting you?" he asked, 

ae at the letter she still held in her 
hand. : 

“Nothing. Oaly Ciara Maddison's non- 
sense,” replied Mrs, Macdonald, shortly. 

«* T wouldn't let nonsense worrit me, then,"’ 
retorted Silas. ‘‘ What's she been saying? ” 

“Oh! gossip—I—I don't believe a word 
cf it,"" ahe answered, her face flashing. 

Silas looked at her keenly. 

‘What! the old thing,” he said at last, in 
® hoarse voice, ‘' I—I'd hoped you'd given it 
up, *Mandy." 

“It What made you think so?" she 
answered, ‘ {—thia letter has about sestled 
ma, I shall go to Earope,” 

— that chap,’ he said, alittle scorn- 
fally. 

“How dare you say so,” she oried. 
‘“ [always meant to go. No! I beg your par- 
don, Silas, It—it is because of what Olara has 
written abouts Rossallyn, that I've made up 
my mind to stars,” 

There was silence fora minute, Silas Brook- 
field's face was fall of pain, and his bosom 
neaved, 

‘* You love him, then, you are certain of it, 
as last ?’’ he said, presently. 

‘““I—I don't know,” she rejoined, hesitat- 
ingly. ‘Only—I can't bear to be thrown 
over.’’ 

“Tarown over?” muttered Silas, rising 

indignantly ; ‘‘the miserable skunk—is he— 
was he——" 
? “Don’t you get mad, now. It's all Clara's 
talk, maybe. She says he's courting a Miss 
Danvers, and people say he is goimg to marry 
her,” replied Mre, Macdonald. 

‘People say ! Ia that all?" said Silas scorn- 
fally. ‘* It's not likely he'd throw you over, I 
guess, Mandy ; but, oh! I did hope you'd for- 
gotten him!” 

There was bitter pain and mortification in 
Brockfield’s voice. Mrs. Macdonald's heart 
amote her. He waa such a gocd fellow, so 
honest and true-hearted. Why could she not 
love him? And fora moment, as she compared 
bim to Rossallyn, she allowed he was the 
better man, and far better suited to be her hus. 
band than the Eoglish Earl. 

‘You have made up your mind to go, then ? 
You — you will leave me?” he went on. 
"Mandy, I wonder if you have any idea what 
that means to me?” 

“ Bilas, you know—what is the use of—of 
pr of that again?" she began, in a gentle 
voice. 

‘' No ase, none at all, If you are really bent 
on—on doing what you say. I’ve loved you all 
my life, dear. I loved you when I was a boy, 
and youa tiny girl. I loved you when I was a 
young ,fellow, and—and when you married 
Sandy Macdonald, though you didn’t know it, 
it nearly killed me. I went out West, then, and 
didn't coms baok till I heard—that—that you 
wanted a friend.” 

‘I know—t{ know, You've been rea! good to 
me, Silas, and if you were my brother I 
couldn’’ love you more than I do?” she 
whispered, tears filling her eyes. 

‘*Taen,” he went on, “I found I loved you 
more than ever, and I hoped and prayed you 
might be brought to love me, and when you 
refused, and said it was no good, I hoped on 
till—till that fine Eaglish lord came, and then 
I saw it wae allover. I'd begun half to hope 
again, bat to-day that hope—my last has gone 
up Once you go to Earope I'll never gee 
Mandy Macdonald again." 

* Never see me again, Silas! Yes you will,” 
she oried, 

“T may gee a great English fine lady, my 
Lady Rossallyn, pa; bat not "Mandy 
Macdonald, not little ‘Mandy Jennings—my 
cousin any more. Think that chap will care 
to recognise me as a relation ? Not he! You'll 
bid farewell to all your own folk when you be- 
come his wife, my dear, you bet,'’ 

“ I'll do no saoh thing, Bilas Brookfield,”’ ahe 


cried, blushing crimson. ‘Do you think I’a 
ever disown my flesh and blood? Say.” 

“Not you, You're good and generous, bat, 
like most women, you won't see when you 
don't wan't to see. ‘Mandy, I'll tell you for 
the last time, Lord Roseallyn is like the rest, 
he wants your money!" 

‘* He's rich enough ! " she oried. 

‘‘ Ricoh, iahe? Are you sure? Is it a poor 
gir}, Clara says he’s after?'’ asked Silas. 

‘ No, Clara calls her an heiress, bat——" 

“I shought so!" be oried, triumphantly. 
**’"Mandy, why will you be ao blind?” 

‘I’m nob blind, and:yon're mot over polite, 
Bilas, Do yon think no one would love me for 
myself, then? ' she retorted. 

‘‘ Heaven forbid ! I know better than that,” 
he answered, eadly; ‘but, ‘Mandy, I've 
watohed that feliow. I know him better than 
you do, and——" 

“Well! welll” she interrupted, im- 
patiently; “it doesn't follow that I shall 
marry him because I'm going to Europe, 
Silas. Perhaps before I get across he'll have 
married thie girl.” 

‘‘ Not much |” sighed poor Silas. 

* Bhe's an heiress, you know, and he only 
wants money,” retorted Amanda, mockingly. 

‘‘ Perhaps,’’ he replied, and his head fell on 
his breast. ‘“‘ Well, when do you stars? You 
must look into things a bit before you go, you 
know, so that when you are married——” 

* Silas, you won't give up my affairs, will 
you?" she murmured. 

** Not ag long as you are single; bat when 
Roseallyn is your husband he ll take them cff 
my hande, no doubt,” « 

And then he entered into certain details re- 
speoting Amanda Macdonald's property, and 
explained to her how greatly it’s value had in- 
creased under bis care, 

She looked very sad when he left her that 
day. He had endeavoured without success 
to turn her from her resolve, to soften her 
heart towards him. It was useless. In Jane 
she was determined she would sail fer 
Earops. 

He scoompanied her to New York when 
the time came, and would fain have crossed 
with her; bat that could not be. 

“Remember, I am always your friend, 
"Mandy, darling,” he faltered, as he bade 
her farewell. ‘ Whatever happens, don’t 
forget that, and if you want me, juat cable, 
and I'll oe over in a flash. And—and don’t 
quite forget your old cousin, my dear.” 
And then he kissed her, turned quickly away, 
and lefs her. . 

Amanda Macdonald's heart ached, and her 
eyes filled with tears as he departed. She 
felt quite lonely for the first few days on the 
voyage, though she had acquaintances on 
board, and speedily made friends with her 
fellow: passengers. Then the novelty of the 
situation, the prospect of seeing Europe, of 
visiting London and Paris, of meeting 
Roasallyn again, put all sad, regresfal 

thoughts out of her head, and though her 
heart gave her a painful twinge now and then, 
she had guite regained her epirita before Liver- 
pool was reached, 

Bhe halted for a day or two at that place to 


was to be seen, and shen, all alone, for she 
was the only one of Se by the 
City of Esinboro who had stayed behind, 
she started for London, 

Io was her ficat journey in England, and 
she felt a little bewildered and 3trdnge when 
she arrived after duck at her destination. It 
was all so different to anything she had ex- 
perienced before ; she was so ignorant of the 
ways and cosioms of English people, and she | 
had not, when the train arrived at Easton, 
even made up her mind to what hotel she 





would go. 

She half wished she had brought a servant 
who knew Earope with her, or that she had 
asked some Amerioan friend now in London 
to meet her. 


have a Icok.roond, determined to see al! there | 


mind, and when, after much pushing and 
struggling and anxiety as to the loggage, 
she found herself at last in acsb and all 
her belongings on the top, when the porter 
asked her where she wished to be driven, she 
gave the nume of the firat that came into her 
head, and sank back with a sigh of relief, 
delighted so be ous of the noise and bustle of 
the crowded station. 

The drive to the hotel she had named 
seemed a very long one, and the streets 
through which she was driven, densely 
crowded ag they were, were poor and mean, 
and the people shabby, dirty and ill-olad. 

She glanced out of the window of the oab in 
eurprise. They were very different to what 
she had expected the atreeta of London to be, 
and when the oab drew up at the door of the 
hotel sha thcughs it locked a eahabby, cingy 
place, very dismal and fifth rate. 

“Don's come up to our New York hotels 
any way,’ she thought, looking about 
doubéfally; ‘but it's only for one night, I'm 
not going to stay—I shall go on to Brighicn 
to-morrow, and see Clara Maddison before I 
settle down, co it’a all the came,” 

80 she got out of the cab, the door of which 
was opened for her by a shabbily dressed 
waiter, who epoke with a strong foreign 
accent, and presently she found herself 
standing in the entrance ball of the hotel 
with her luggage in a heap beeide her. 

She looked around curicnosly, The ball was 
badly lighted, and there eeemed no one about, 
in fact the place seemed empty. 

*Rsome! Ob yea! What rooms would 
madame require? They were not very fall, 
even at this season of the year, A bed.room 
and a sitting-room for the night! Ocertsinly, 
madame could be acoommodated ; what lug- 
gsxe would she require taken upstairs?” 

Mrs, Macdonalo pointed to a large port- 
manteau. A waiter at once ehouldered it, and 
following him, she was shown to the rooms 
_ was to occupy, which were on the first 

oor. 

‘‘No 99,” said the man, and pushed open 
the door, ‘Sball I put madame’s port- 
manteau in the bedroom ?"’ 

‘If you please,” she answered, her beart 
sinking a little, and a shiver coming over her, 
for there was something extremely depreseing 
in the whole aspect of the place, and only very 
shame and the fact of being tired and hungry 
prevented her from having her luggage put 
ae another cab and driving off to a different 

otel. 

«I will take supper in the public room im- 
mediately." 

The man bowed, and carrying the portman. 
teau across the sitting-room, opened a door on 
the farther side with some littie cifficulty, and 
depositing bis barden jast within it left the 
apartment. 

A few minu‘e: later Amanda Maodonald 
oame down to the dining-room, which she 
found nearly deserted, took her supper, con- 
sulted a time-table, and finding that a train 
lets London for Brighton at nios o'clock in 
the morning made vp her mind to travel by 
it, having taken a decided dislike to her prezent 
quarters, and as soon as her meal was finished 
she went upstairs again to her own apart. 
ments, 

** What a horrid, mean place,” she thought, 
with a shadder. as she went slowly ap the 
echoing stair-case, '‘ What a fool I was not to 
go to the Langham or the Grosvenor. I declare 
I'm not fit to travel alone. I quite lost my head 





tu.day. What on earth induced me to tell them 
to drive to this place? It'a enough to soare a 
body, it’s so dismal and dark, and dingy. 
Well, I'm tired, anyhow. I shall sleep, I‘gaess— 
sleep sound, and shan’t do wrong in going to 
the Grand at Brighton to-morrow. Won't 
Clara be surprised to see me, that’s all!’ 

Mrs. Macdonald entered the sitting room as 
she spoke, and closing the door osrefully be- 
bind her, crosced the room and went into the 
bed. room. It was a good-sized one, but like the 
rest of the hotel, struck Mrs. Macdonald as be- 





She revolved the names of several hotels of 





which she had heard, over and over in her ° 


ing strangely diemal. The farniture was old, 
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and though massive, had seen betier days; * 
the curtains were scanty and faded, the’ 


carpet, that had once been a really ‘handsome 
one, and that was still soft to the foot; was 
stained and patched in many places. There 
were no ornamentson the tables, no pictures 


nor engravings on the walle, the sad-coloured ' 


papsring of which seemed grimed with the 
duit and sau of London. A large four-nosted 
bed, of antique and forbidding sppearatite, 
stood in one corner of the room, hung with cid- 
fashioned damask of a dark colour, and the 
curtaing were carefally drawn round it, as if 
to shat ont every breath of air, and every ray 
of light from iss*oceupant, 

A large wardrobe, a dressing- table with a tall, 
dim glass, a marble-topped wash-handstand 
and a few chairs, completed the farnitare, and 
close to the door, where the waiter had de- 
posited it, almost without entering, etocod Mra. 


Macdonald's portmanteau. A single jet of gas | 


dimly lighted up the dreary apartment, 

Mrs, Macdonald sunk into # chair, feeling 
neryourand uncomfortable, She waasnot by 
any means a timid woman, nor given to such 
— bat she certainly felt far from com: 

osed. 

‘'Peha !”’ she ejaculated presently, “ whats 
gloomy room, enough 4o frighten a body; so 
hot, too, I feel suffocating. I never was in sach 
& disma! place. I wish I'd brought a maid 
over, as Silagadviaed. Poor old Silas” and 
she sighed. ‘'* Wonder what-he's doing now | 
Well, it's late, getting on to twelve, Every 
one’s in bed in the house, it seemsatome, The 
place ia so atill, not a sound but the footsteps 
on the sidewalk in the street; and. they sound 
ghastly and dismal somehow! I'd better get 
to bed, I sappose, and go to sleep, I’m tired 
enough, anyway. Am I to sleep in this 
affair ?'’ and she looked at the grim old bed. 
‘' It’s solemn enough to scare one, and tlidsa 
curtains! How could anyone sleep’ with thosé 
curtains drawn around them like that ! I must 
pat them back, I should be choked in ten 
mone behind them, a warm night like 
this!’ 

She spproached the bed, and laying her 
handon the cartainy paused, Shefel#aaudden 
tbrill of terror, as if she dared not put them 
acide, then recovering herself ;-and feeling 
ashamed of her momentary cowardice, she 
drew thém baok with a sudden jerk, 

A stifled cry of horrer barst from. her ag 
she did so, and she started back, appalled, 

On the bed lay an open ocoffia with the lid 
beside it, and in the coffin was the body of a 
woman 

* Good Heavens!" thought Mra, Mae- 
donald, looking wildly round, “* What's maddie 
-_ pai me into thisroom? What-can I 
do 

And she looked round the roont to discover 
& bell pull; bat no tracts of sucha thing were 
to be seen, 

She shivered with terror, and her’ teeth 
shattered. Again she glanced at the face of 
the dead woman, a face ao beantifal in death 
that even in her sudden terror’ Mre, Mac- 
donald could not bat be strack by it, andthe 
basuty had a soothing, paoifying effect on her. 
She trembled no longer, 

‘Poor thing! How lovely she must have 
besh in life! Who—who can she be, I wons 
der. How comes she to have heen‘ left-in this 
horrtble honse, all alone? What oan» her 
friends—her- relations be thinking of,” she 
shought.. “Oh! and she shuddered again, 
Whas bind of people can they be to leave-her 
heré, alone ? " 

And Armanda Macdonald; beivg anything 
bat & coward, being, in fact, a woman of very 
considerable courage, despite. he momentary 
terroy she had experienced-at first sight of' 
the odrps9, s9 strangly and usexpectedly dis- 
covered. by her, and who had been: througti’ 
soenes and witnesaed sights «in her life tiat 
would havé tried the nerves of the strongest, 
shook cff her terror completely, and advanced 
to the side of the bed, looking. compagsionately 
into the beautifal face. lying ‘so still ‘and 


white before her, and a-tear rolling’ down her: 





oheek;‘ fell: froth it on to'the foréhead of the 
dead woman 

“It muethave been hard’ to die 90 young! 
Who oan shebe ?’' she thought, 





OCOHAPTER II, 
SNATCHED FROM THE GRAV2, 


Tr was'a' terrible situation? Brave as she 
was; Amanda Macdonald ‘conld not’ bat feel 
awe-atrack at finding herself #6 suddenly and 
unexpectedly in the presence of death: 

What shoutd® she do?’ Doubdsless'throush 
& mistake she had’ been put intothe'apart- 
ment where’shé now found herself; to ali 
appearances every soul in the establishment 
was asleep; there was noé even a bell in the 
room, It seemed as if her only plan weré'to 
retira to the sitting:room, and’ pase the few 
hours’ that remained’ till @sybreak there*as 
best she might. 

Soe looked roand for her oandle‘ as these 
thonghts passed through het tind,’ It stood 
on the dres#ing’ table where “she had 
placed’ it-om enteritg;* and with’ quick, 
osutionus steps, walking as° silently ‘as°if she 
fedred ‘a sound might waken the quiet sleeper 
on the bed; she’ croseed' the rodm' and 
lighted it; then observing she had left the 
bad-ourtaine drawn back; she returned once 
more to the bedside to replace thent* ir their 
old position, 

As het eyes rested svain on the fave’of the 
corpse she started, and en expression’ of 
doubt and terror passed overfier Own! Surely, 
surely,» & moment’ befera® thd’ eyes ‘had 
been: quite’ shut). The foog darkiastes bat 
swept the marble cheeks ¢ 

Now, as the light of the e&ndle f#ll on’ the 
plasid) face, she perceived’ the ‘lids were 
slightly raised ! 

With 8 heart eobbing and beatipy' violently, 
Mre. Macdoshid bent’ over’ the worpie ‘and 
laid her Hand: g-ntly on the wexen forshéid, 
as she held the tight closer to the paléifacs? 

It was’cold ‘&s fos; there wat no mobve- 
ment, not the qhiver of aneysiash, not the 
twitching of @ nerve, as the ‘light of the 
candle fell on the half-open’ eyes ‘fo cosficm 
her impression, and with a sigh) balfot disap- 
pointment, half of relief, she drew batk. 

“Is was my fancy, I euppoge;’” she thought. 
“Tbad@d not’ tHe light*in my hand at first: 
that made the differance; no doubt I'ligo 
away now and stay in the next room till 
morning, and then won’tI give these people 
a pieceof my mindd The poor pirl’s friends, 
it she had any fribnde, muet be stratige'people 
to leave her in thie way"!’’ 

And taking: up her oandle Mrs; Maofonatd 
passed from the bed+rodm into the sitting: 
room and gat down in a large armchair to 
waitfor the morning, 

A queer; uncomfortable, uneasy feeling, in 
spite of her'vourageons nature gradually crept 
over her, and caused her great unrest,» Ste 
fandied she heard sounds, orexkitgs, ghartly 
rustlings, mysterions whittperifgs, A feeling 
that che was not alone, thas eome*unseen, in: 
Visible presences wad pear her, tormeénied Her, 
and after trying in vain to overoomé the tonsa: 
tion, she started’ np, lit thea: gay; and Icoked 
boldly and inqairingl¥ round the apartaent: 

To her surprice bbs perceived at the opposita 
side of the room a doom thato virig to the dim 
light she had’not previously notiogd, It waa 
on the latety and:-pushing: itopen, she’ found 
herself in avothsr bedroom. 

In was of the game'size; and fatniched mach 
in the ‘same way as thé one she had’ jas 
quitted, bat wad-triniiner atid sleaner, In- 
Stantiy the srnth flashed stross Arinands; tha 
Was the bedroont’ it: had bee inténdéd ‘ste 
should ecoupy. The waiter had, she‘ refitem® 
bered; founti'adifficnity*in Opening’ the “déor 
into the other roonr; 10 doubt fv Had been pur: 





posely fastenedy and’ he had‘ pus her portman- 
teau into the wrong room. The mystery’ Was" 


clear | 
“T wilh move-my belongings into tits 


mysel!?;/" she thoogh’, ‘lock the door lekding 
into that one,”’ and she glanced at #h® room 
she had left, “*andfn the mornlifg I—T can 
speak about this, The mistake, however, is 
easy to understand now, I'll do it at once. 
What a horribleadventare I have had! Whar 
would Silse say if hé-eculd ree me?” 

She tarned Quickly away into’ the sitting. 
room again; ordeséd i%, and entered’ the other 
bedroom / eet the candle down on the table, and 
with lisse diffivulty, for she was as ‘strong ‘se 
she was handsome; carted thé large portman. 
seat from one roonmto the other, entering 
sgninvulttér w few mitivtes to take Up her cand!e 
once more. 

An irtesistible Gesite to look onceagain at ihe 
bedutifal white face in the ceffia took’ posses. 
sion of her, and again with noiseless footsteps 
she crossed the room, and drew back the-bed- 
curtain, 

The candle alroostfei! from her hand:as she 
glanced sgain at the body. A strange subile 
change ‘hadcomhe over the face; itwas no 
longet dike thé face of a corpse;\ bat the face of 
one in a deep slamber. She could almostvow 
the lips and eyelids quivered, and ‘that the 
chest heaved; and as she gazed in breathless 
expectation, all her doubts were set a¥ rest ; 
the bande thatlay clasped together on the 
rounded bosom parted, the eyes opened, life 
returned, thei ehadow of death ficd,; and 
Amanda found hertelf gazing, now intovthe 
tace of a corpse, but into the face of & living, 
breathing woman, whose wiid frightened eyes 
mothers with terrified wonderment, Taen 
with a sudden cry che rose, throwing ap her 
hands with a despairing-gestare. 

‘tOh, Heaven! whereamI? Whathave they 
done to ma?” ehe cried. ‘Oh, save me—save 
me!” 

And she-looked at Mrs. Macdonald. with 
agonised entreaty in every feature. 

By a very great effort Armande, who for 
an instant had been thoroughly unuerved by 
what had taken: piace, regsined her self: 
possession; F 

She pusher hand kiadly on the poor ores- 
tuze’s ehonider. 3 ’ 

“ Caim yourself,” she-said, ‘I will beip 

ou,” 

‘ “ Heaven help you,” was the reply,.sand 
teara rashed into the gisl’s eyes: ‘‘ Whero 
iahe—my uncle—the doctor—ths—and- how 
do you come here? Who are: you? Ob, hide 
me—hide me from them ;:they have failed thio 
time, bat another time they would succeed ; dco 
noes give me up to: them!” 

And seizing Amanda's arm she clang to 
her frantically. 

‘‘For Heaven's sake coniro!l yourself—be 
calm,” said Mra, Mactonald. “ Thereia noone 
here bat nie.” : 

“No one here?” she. answered, looking 
round with a shudder. .‘’ Yet if was here—ic 
this room—on thia bed—I died—yea—diec, 
and they put me into that cffia, Ah!” and 
she bubk her voice #0 & whisper, pointing with 
a thin white hand sorosd the room. ‘ Taey 
are there—see 1” 

Fearing for the sanity of her companion 
Amanés glanced uneasily in the direosion she 
indicated, and perceived & curtain or portiere 
hanging against the wall that she had notb:- 
fore noticed, : 

« Behind, there is a door, it leads into bie 
room,” sha whispered. “Take me away. 
Oh! le us go from here!" ‘ 

Mra. Macioriald orossed the room, anc 
@rawing aside the ourtaina stooped to 
examine the door it revealed, It was withou: 
a handle, and was “locked evidently from ths 
other side. a 

She looked op; there waean old-fashicnec 
bolt sbove. Instantiy she fastened ir, snc 
then site tistened curefally.”° All was silent ic 
the rootn beyond: 

«“ Wa cannot be intefrapted now,” she raid, 
retnrning’to the girl; who croavhed, shudder. 
ing and trembiftg by the bed, with her eyes 
fixed ‘on the dodr. “ Are you strong soodgt 
to walk? Can you cove with me? Here, 
let ‘me help you,” and elie passed her strove 
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arm round th} other's’ feetle form. ‘* We 
will leaye'h's place,” 

“Yes, yes. How good you are—how kind! 
les ua go, do not lef them free me, Oa! 
promise, swear you will not givé me up to 
shem—yon will not leave me, and I will tell 
you all my story.” ae 

The poor girl's agony and ierror, and her 
wild entreaties for protection, had a powerfal 
effect on Mrs, Macdonald's warm, generous 
hearé. There was no mistaking their truth- 
falness, and noi for an instant did ahe doubt 
that the victim of some crue! wrong, some 
foul plot, was beférs her, whom it was her 
daty to help and adcoour, ‘ 

Gently she ressstted the terror.etricken’ 
girl, and prodiised her aid and proteotion, 

Then. baving let her-into the further hed- 
room, she locked and bolted the door of the 
room they had quitted, and settling the girl’ 
on the e0fa, after wrapping her in shawls and 
giving her a strong dose of. gal-volatile, she sat 
down to consider what should he done next. 

“‘ There is notime to be lost,” said the girl,’ 
nervously, ‘ What-day ig it?” : 

“Thursday, Jane the fwenty eighth,” eaid’ 
Amanda, 

“Thursday! then I died three days ago! 
Ab! I had lost all connt of time, I knew not 
how many daye and nights I might have been 
lying there |!" (and she shndderes). “I felt 
ali numbed and froz2n, baé I can remem. 
ber some things, madame. Yes, I oan 
remember them saying ‘she is dead,’ and the 
feeling of despair that came over me when’ 
they left me, andI heard them go out and’ 
lock the door behind them. I tried to move, 
I tried to speak, I could not, Something 
seemed t0 weigh on me, to keep me back, to 
render me powerless. Then for awhile, all 
seema blank, The firss that I remember again’ 
ia the sensation of something warm falling on’ 
myforehead. Strange, from that moment I 
seemed to revive. I moved, I opened. my 
eyes. A light flashed before them—power 
came back to my limbs. I started up ant 
Baw you, my deliverer! Oh! it they ind me! 
What ‘day did you say? Thursday. At! 
then they would have buried me to-morrow, 
for E remember my unole saying to his friend, 
‘Oo Saturday, the thirtieth, we must be in 


Liverpool. Oh! les us go from this, dear 
lady, at once.” 
“We shail do so. my denr,’’ replied’ 


Amanda, kindly. “Now don’t you fret. 
Have you no friende—no father or mother? 
ro 4%? 

“No, no, I have no one,” she answered. 
‘Even the man I oalt-ancle is wot really my 
uncle.” 

“Then you are your own mistress, and you 
are in a free country ; by what right do these 
peopie—but theré! I will ask you no 


nevat travélled’in her own country, and with} the ficlds, the whole of the racing world, 


the vérew-driver procee@ed to screw it down. 


| besides & multitude of holiday. mekerl, wae 


This' tock sotie littlé tinié, and more than assembled on Epsom downs to witness the 
onsé’ehe started in terror, fancying ehe heard ! great event of the sporting year thd étrtigete 
“steps-in the farther room ; bot it was com- | for the Derby. 


‘pleted’ at’ last," and with a fervent “ thank j 
Heaveti !" Amanda put away her knife, un- 
did the bolt ovér the sevré¥ coor, and parsing 


Never had there beén a larger or. more 
j brilliant gathering within the memory of the 
oldest Aabitué of the race course. All sorts 


into the sitting-rodm, idcked dnd bolted the and conditions of men and women were there 


bed. room door seoutely from without, 


fal masse 6f dark acborn bair. 


“There?” she said, “I think I have dia- | and 


guiséd you'very effectually. Now I am goin 


‘' Now wa had ‘bettér dress you,” she said, 
and she prodeeded to array her new friend in her | following and gorgeous turn out; to the lowly 
own clothes, finishing by patting her cna long | costtrmonger and his frienda why had been 
heavy cloak, and tying a thick veil over her 
facé, conceiling as far as che could her wonder- 


to order ccffee; bus whatisis: Are’ you faint, |togethe® on the 


represented, from his grace the Dake and her 
grace the Dochess, with their fashionable 


| conveyed to the epost in the homély market- 
‘cart drawn by the long enffsxing’ moke, 
Prince3, lordd; and commons, mon, women, 
children of every olass and 
oslling, and many nationalitios, were crowded 
breezy turf, eager to 


are——"’ for her companion had turned ashy | catch glimpse of the great race, still more 
pale; and stodd with her eyes fixed and staring, |eager for a day’s pléeasdring, under the blue 


and her lips parted: 

‘* Listen!” she whispered. 

Amanda listened, and her head grew cold. 
There were footstend, and a key tarnsed in the 


wete ldw voices—whitperings. They tad been 
bat jnst in time’! 

“ The faneral: They come to take me away 
—to bury me!’ whisperéd the girl in ghastly 
toner, 

‘Hach ! fear nothing ; you are eafs,"’ re- 
lied Aniands, taking’ her cold bani, her 
hear# besting fast. Wonld they open'thé coffin? 
Wonld hér artifice be ‘discovered 7 

She listened intently, and presently, to her 
relief, she Heard them lif theo: ffiia from the 
bed'and catry it across the réontand through 
the further spartment; and présently théslow, 
heavy footstepa° ot thé bearers werd’ heard 
descending the atairs. 

Mrs. Macdonald rathed'to the window ; her 
compshion followed ber. Beldw in the street 
wai & héarsé and a single mourning coach. 
Presently the besrera appeared, thée'coffin was 


mogrning got into ths o6&sh, and the proces. 
sion ‘moved ff at a quick pacb. 

“‘Gone!"’ cried Amanda, with a sigh of re- 
lief, tarning td het friend, whote face was still 
ghastly’pale. "* Now for some coffee, You must 
takeit, and we will be off, too.” 








Coffee was brought, and with difficulty tho 
trembling girl was petsuaded to partake of is, 
A cab was ordereéd; the bill paid, and then Mra, 


| Macdonald, giving her companion her arm, 


procesded with her downetarrs. 

She'felt her trémbliug in every lintb as they 
destended, and could fecl’her start’ nervously 
at the sight of each new’ pacseér by. 

‘* There werd only two of them there,” she 
whispered, nervously, “ Where ia the third— 





questions ‘now, you aré not fis to answer | 
them. It ig morning—nearly four d’clook, Af | 


eight we will leave. I am going to Brightcn. 
Are you likely to'be recognised there ? to 
meet——"” 

7? oh! no. I hava beer but five weeks in 
England, madame, and a fortnight of that 
timein tei," 

“That® is fortonste, Presently’ I must 
dress'you. Fortonately, we aro the eante height’ 
and there are olothes in my porsmattean,’ 
Now be etill fora time. I will get all you 
wants you’lt have as much to'do’as you oan’ 
fet through © get to Brighton, I guess; I 
must make haste.”’ 


She stood » mémént’ thinking, and then | 


Opened'the dodr inti’ tha other bed‘ roor?, and’ 
®gsin listendd attentively for sounds from’ 
the spartment beyond.» All’ was still: 

She glanced inguififgly round ihe spart- 
ment, and sccing a larpe heavy door’ weight’ 
of old-fashioned ‘me¥6é ‘and ‘size, took it’ up,’ 
wrapted it hastily ih a Hrest, pot it in the! 
ocfid, avid 
bed” 'in*its plaéé? Theti she t00K a Knife! 
from" hér* pot¥et, one’ of thosé Yargé, vsefal 
varidas instroments, 
a of Bia Br 








tated ‘tha lid which Yay ‘on the’ | 


the new doctor ? He was nos with them.” 

"* Courdge'!” replied Mr. Macdondid. “ He 
is most probably far enough away, atany rate, 
if he werd to meet you he conld not possibly 
recogihiee yon. There Is'nd danger, the cab is 
here. In & moment we shallbeoff; Getin,” 
and she put her into ths cab, and janipsd in 
after her. ‘ Drive on,” she’ cried. 

The driver startéd, drove on a little way, 
then, to she terfér of Mrs: Macdonald's com- 
panion; stopped: 

‘* Where to, ma’atti ?”’ ho asked. 

“T_T am going t6 Brighton, Drive'to ‘the 
railway-dtation!. I want’ to catch the ‘nine 
o'clock train,” replied Amanda. 

They weré buf jast'in timé. Two minutes 
after they took their sets the train started. 


CHAPTER III, 
AN AUTOCRATIC LOVER, 


On & lovely May day, bright, warm’ and 
clotidfes#; a week previous to Mra. Mac. 
donala's' departure fron!’ NewYork, when the 
hedges in’ metry England wete white with 
blossom, and bird 


' amides the frésh green foliage of the trees, 


, Wiffidat whith rhe’; brooks babbled gaily, arid lambs’ friekéd in 


lock of the door beyond the bedroom. There | 


placéd in it, two middié‘#ged men in deep! 


eky and on the aofs grec grasa, far fromi the 
noice and dust and din of basy Lon#on, 

The great race was run. he strtpetesc 
long locked forward to, and with fuch eager 
interest, wad over. Thore was an excited 
ruthing hithar and thither by the eurging 
crowd. A roar of voices, shouts, Joughter! 

Fortunes Had changéd hauds duving those 
few moments; tha rich had becomé poor, and 
the poor rich. Tho spendthrift and gambler 
had parted with bis last shilling, or rasybe, 
filled His podketa with coveted gaina. Already 
the grand’ cérriages with theiz gaily.cressed 
occtpants, the gorgeony drags and fonr-in- 
hands wers beginning to leaves the soures, and 
the humbler portion of the speotators to weuG 
their way fo the railway. station, when a party 
of gentlerhen® slowly sauntered™ acrosy the 
prasd and paused to obietve the wtrexm of 
brilliantly dressed and distinguished visitors, 
who were begianing to issue from the Grand 
Stand. 

‘* A surprise for everyons, eh, Rosballyn ?” 
gaid a stout florid man, with s psir of giagses 
slung over his shoulders, to his companion, 

“ Yes, to every one, I suppose,” replied the 
tall, fair-Haired man addressed; calmly, ‘ to 
me a6 well ag to the rest.” 

“Ay, ah | You backed Silvershiel@, didn't 
you?” ssid the other, curiously. 

“Yes; came ina bad third. Wolll It’s no 
new thing for an outsider to win) Sait’; the 
thing’s been known before, Are ‘you off? 





{Good ball that as Harley House last night. 


Good: bye.’ 

And Lord Rosaallyn turned careléarly arsy, 
and his friend passed on. 

“Takes it mighty coolly,” said Colonel 
Stair to another ag he walked away. 














sang their sweetest |’ 


*Rossallyn has lost twenty thousand on 
Silversbield, if he's lost a penny; aud he’s 
pretty well dipped already. What's up? hae 
he—— 


“Oh! trust Rossallyn! He's got some plan 
in hia head. He seew his way ous of it. He'e 
a devil of a fellow—been going the pace for 
years past. Can’s understand how’ be sic00d 
it so Jong.”’ 

‘‘Oame into a large fortune with the title, 
I fancy, and old Lady Forth, bis aunt, left him 
a tidy sum,” replied Srair. ‘‘ Carious chap. 
Handsome, clever, good at billiards, rplendid 
shot, excellent rider, good sat everything ail 
round, as dry, amusing dog, tco, and yet'do you 
‘know, Wilmington,” and thé Coloriet’s jolly 
face grew grave, ‘ I don’t believe the fellow's 
goa friend in the world.” 

“Ham! No. He’s’ not a favourite, that is, 
not with mew," replied the other. 

‘* Heaven help thé woman with whom he is 

& favourite, if that’s what you mean,” re- 
torfed the’’Colotiel. ‘Come! the drag’s 
waiting, let's be off. I'm glad'‘it'fover, though 
we've had & jolly day.” 
’ Rodéridk, Lord Roséaliyn, had meanwhile 
lounged slowly towardsthe Grand Bren, and 
was now engaged in’ converration with a 
‘ootple of other acqusintinces. 

Hig tall, well-built form and fanitleee attire, 
hie distinguished sir and manner made him 





& person of mark in the crowd, anf many 
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were the eyee turned on him and the amiles 
and bows he received from numerous acg aaia- 
tances, all of which he retarned with a perfect 
= and a certain winning digttiy, cold yet 
ascinating. Hia deep steel-grey eyes, acd 
cleanly shaved face, with the olear cut regular 
features, expressing not one jot or tittle of 
disappointment or concern for the defeat of 
the favourite, or the losa of the large sum of 
money whioh, as all the world knew, he had 
sustained. 

** T aay, Rossallyn, hard bit, eb, old chap?'' 
said a dark, short heavily-built mav, with a 
thick black moustache and small dark eyes. 
** Denoed bad luck, wasn's is?’ 

* Yes, ag yon gay,’ replied R sseallyn, glano 
ing carefally round, and bowing with a grace- 
fal ease and charming smile to a group of fair 
ote ; ‘a denced bore, Graham ; but such is 

'e ' 

**You—you take it very coolly,’ said the 
other. looking a little annoyed. 

** Would you have me tear my hair, and be- 
wail my lot, then?” answered Rossallyn, with 
a short laugh. 

*' Of course not ; but you seem go dashed un- 
concerned, my boy, and—and——"’ 

* And I ought to know and feel shat I'm a 
ruined man. Is that what you mean, George? 
Well, I might have fels so the day before yes- 
terday, bat——” 

And he paused with a smile. 

“By Jove!" oried the other, with an 
admiring look. ‘‘ You don't mean to say——” 

** Ido, though; and he Janughbed a dry, harsh, 
mocking laugh, that ill accorded with the 
polished smile on his lips. ‘ I've done it, 
George, I—I have consented to sacrifice my- 
self on the altar of Hymen. Ha, ha!” 

“Ah,” sighed the other, looking at him 
keenly, ‘‘ the—the fair widow?” 

‘No, my boy, a trick worth two of that,” he 
laughed in reply. 

“What! You've thrown her over, then ?"’ 
oried the other. 

**No—nothing so foolish, George. It’s as 
well to have two atrings to one’s bow, you 
know. Things remain as they were in that 
quarter,"’ he replied. 

‘* Who then, if I may ask?’ began the 
= - As—as we are friends—comrades— 
and—— 

“ And bothin the same boat,’ ioterrupted 
Rossallyn, laughing again, “yon think I 
might enlighten you. Very well, 1’sl give you 
a hint. A certain lovely creatare—a bad from 
the country, young, innocent, beautiful and 
with twenty thousand a year, George, the 
deauty of the season, the——" 

* What, Mies——"’ 

‘‘ Hash, yes, I see you've guessed it, The 
heiress, Graham. Now I suppose you'll pro- 
eed to congratulate me?” 

“Well, certaialy, I," 
Graham, 

“ Don't, then ; it's a matier of nesaseiby. I've 
done it because I'm obliged. I—I ve no taste 
for matrimony and domestic joys, George, as 
you know,” he replied, in a moody tone. 

**You—you're hard to please,’”’ began the 
other. 

‘*Perhaps,”” answered Rossailyn, in the 
game tone. 

‘© By Jove! She's lovely, charming, beau- 
Sifal, as well as rich,” cried Graham, enthu- 
Siastically. ‘‘ Most fellows would oall you a 
lacky dog, Roderick."’ 

* Yes, maybe. She's a lady, too, though a 
oountry-bred one, bat we'll soon polish her. 
Better than the widow on the whole, George. 
By jove ! there’s a chance for you, George ! ” 

And he laughed long and mookingly. His 
laughter drew on him the attention of acveral 
bye-standera and the angry glances of a 
stranger, who for some minutes had been 
standing near him, kept by the crowd that 
was stilliseuing from the Grand Stand from 
reaching his conveyance. 

He was a fine strongly-built man, some 
sight and twenty yeara of age, with a bronzed 
face, clear, keen, hazel eyes, short dark mous- 
tache and hair, anda countenance, which, if 


began Captain 








nos positively handsome, waa yet very pleas- 
iog, open and honest. There was something 
a@ lilies peonliar, an Eaglish rather than 
foreign, in his sppearance, and he seemed 
unased to the ways and people around him. 
His eyes fixed themeelves with a astern 
expression on Roasallyn, whose last few 
sentences had reached his ears as he stood 
close to him in the crowd, 

‘*We ehall miss you from the ranks of 
bachelordom, sadly, my lord,”’ said Oaptain 
Graham, ‘‘aod though I think you are to be 
envied I have no intention of following ia 
your footsteps, or consoling the fair widow." 

‘' Euvied!' resorted Rossallyv, sneciingly. 
* Remember, I give up my liberty, George, 
shat ficss and greatest of blessings, for which 
the great and good in all ages have fought and 
died. Envied! Fanoy me tied to a girl,a 
country. bred miss of eighteen! She'll bore me 
to extinction, George, lovely, excellent though 
she be. Iam nos the man to aabmit to the 
chains of matrimony without being chafed by 
them—— ’ 


“Peha! Love will lighten them,” laughed | ei 


the other. 

* Love!" retorted Rsesallyn, with infinite 
scorn, ‘‘are you doting, Graham? I have out- 
grown all that rabbish yearsago. Love hag no. 
thing to do with the matter; it is an offsir of 
money. She brings me a fortune. I give her 
@ coronet !"’ 

“A fair exchange; bat can you get ap 4 
little tendresse Roderick? @ little sentiment ? 
Is would enliven the whole thing immensely.” 

*‘ Couldn't, dear boy; youasktoo much, I 
will sacrifise myself with due decorum; bat I 
can do no more. By Jove! she will have the 
best of it, Graham. She'll be my lady, have a 
fiae position, diamonds, the world at her feet 
and all a woman cares for! She'll have to 
give up nothing, whilst I——" 

‘You'll bave the money, and she being 
young and ali that may look for a little love 
as well as title and ition,” interposed the 
other. ‘‘ However, I'm not going to quarrel 
with you aboat that, old fellow. You've done 
& = stroke of business, When is it to be, 
eh?” 

‘* Ag goon ag may be. The old grandfather 
has b3en dead only twelve months as yet, and 
I suppose there'll be a good deal of business to 
ges through first. I ve a little time before me 
still, Why, there's Desirés Vaumont and 
Martinez —-the new soprano. Handsome 
woman, ign’s she, and has a splendid voice. Sbe 
made a wonderfal sensation in Berlin. Well, 
Graham, let's be cff. There's old Bradford 
and the Countess going, and Lady J:abel, and 
old Coks. The goneral has lost five pounds at 
least, and is as aalky as a bear. | pity poor 
Lady Izzy. What she married him for Heaven 
cnly knows. No money, nor beanty, noz love, 
— Come along, the drag’s ready. Let's be 
0! Ng 
And the two men made theiz way through 
the crowd, that was now growing thinner, to 
their drag. 


“Nice fellow that,” mused the young|b 


stranger, looking after them. ‘' Who is the 
poor girl he’a been dizoussing 60 freely and 
he's going to deceive into marrying him? By 
jingo! it’s a shame! How can & man talk so 
of the woman he ie going to make hia wife? 
He cannot know the meaning of honoar or 
honesty! Aod yet he’s a lord. Oe of the 
pillars of the British aristocracy, I suppose, I 
wonder heisn’t ashamed of himself. Tnank 
Heaven, where I come from one don’t think of 
marriage, or talk of the girl we are about to 
marry in that strain. An heiress and a 
beauty. Young, too, and she's going to throw 
herself away on that fellow. To marry him 
for hia title,as he deolares. I don’t believe a 
young, innocent girl ahould do such a thing. 
I wonder who she ia!” 

And threading hia way slowly through the 
people Mr. Jim Rogers, for such was the 
young man’s name, made his way towards a 
group of hansom cabs drawn up at a little 
distance, entered one, and was driven off in 
the direction of London, 


‘Is’ been @ fice race,” he shoe, us, 3 he lay 
back in the hansom and waschsa with mucr 
interest and amusement the fan of the road 43 
he was driven aloug. ‘‘I never saw any: 
thing to equal it; it was worth a- voyags to 
England to witness. I wish I hadn't come 
acrogs these fellowes and heard their talk ; it's 
given s bad flavour to the whole thing. and 
will spoil my reminiscences of the day. 
Rosgaliyn, Lord Roseallyn, that was the 
fellow's name, I shan’t forget it. A fiae man 
with & bandsome—bat, oh ! what a orasl 
face! Poor girl! Ah! there they go!” 

And Rosasilyn’s drag passed Jim Rogers’ 
humble nansom at a swinging pace. 

Rossalyn was driving, and beside him sat 
Captain Graham, and the drag was filled with 
gaily.dressed women and fashionable looking 
men; but somehow Jim Rogers tarned away 
his eyes from the party, and was glad when 
they passed on ont of sight, and the sounds of 
their boisterous laughter was drowned by the 
noise of the hurrying vehicles. 

* Poor girl!” he thought again, with a 


gh. 

The dinner after the Derby was & gay and 
noisy one, and it was late when the party 
separated. Rossallyn, spite of hislosaes aud 
the sacrifice he was meditating, and at whioh 
he more than once hinted during the repast, 
was vhe gayest of the gay; hia wit had never 
been more sparkling. his jokes better, bia con- 
vergation more brillisnt. Men envied him 
hia ready repartés, his atore of anecdote, hia 
quickness of retort. Women admired and 
flattered him. He was indeed the most 
perfest of hosts, the prince of entertainers, 
the most polished of men. 

Never had a more delightful repast been 
known than this dinner after the race, and the 
guests, as they bade adien to their host ata 
late hour, were load in sheir thanks and ex- 
pressions of gratification. Tne day had been 
@ perfect one, and the evening's entertainment 
had crowned it. 

‘* Gad! that’s over, thank Heaven,’’ said 
Rossallyn, moodily, ae the last guest left, 
‘* Why does one give these parties, I wonder. 
Never was s0 glad in my lite to get rid of the 
people—never wat eo bored. Georga ia 
growing more stupid every day. He aeked 
them, and left out one or two who might have 
saved us from being deadly dali, Well! is’a 
time to go home now. A fine nights! L'il 
walk, the air will do me good after the heat 
in that room.” 

So putting on his hat and a light overcoat, 
Rossallyn sauntered out into the street, 





CHAPTER LV. 
BROUGHT TO BOOK, 


He felt moody and diegusted. The day had 
been one of intense anxiety to bim and the 
loss he had sustained, though he hid hia feel- 
ings perfectly, had dealt him a staggering 
low. 

Bince the day he had come into his title very 
unexpectedly some six years previously. by the 
death from accident of hia cousins, he had lec 
a reckless, dissipated life, and of late, brilliant 
and fascinating as he undoubredly was, the 
world had begun to look # little shyly at 
him. 

Loss atéer loss daring the last year had 
fallen on him; he had never baoked a horze 
bat that it had b.en soratched or beater, & 
billiard player or @ prizs fighter bat that the 
day went against him; the Iuck at caris that 
once had been so conspicuously his bad 
derercted him. He had dissipated his fortune 
in # theusand extravagances. Money wad 
getiisg harder and harder to fiad. The Jews 
even + 6:9 looking askance at him, aud dida’t 
care for hie signature even on atamped paper. 
Marriage seemed the only way open to him 
to retrieve his fortune ; and marriage.as he had 
intimated to his friend Captain Grant, wad 
not at all to hia taste. Beggars however, he 





felt, could not be choosers ; so he had taken 





et 


ll 3 
| 2 


EF BRS 


=e 


Faeseeg see 











March 12, i8%2. 








THE LONDON READER. 





5OL 








the plange, or very nearly taken it. The young 
hairess of whom he had spoksn so confidently 
aad go cynically to his friend, was, be knew 
on perfectly reliable authority, prepared to 
socept him, in fact considered herself bound 
to do so, and hia word was almost pledged to 
wake her his wife. Almost, bat not quite ; 
ne had not burned his boats behind him, he 
pad left himeelf a way of escape. 

If Silver Shield had won the Derby that day, 
and he had landed the large sums he h 
noped, instead of losing all he had, it ie possi- 
ble he might have backed out of his bargain, or 
at any rate held back from it for some time 
longer. Ae it had turned out, there was no time 
for delay, he had no choice but to make every- 
thing eare on the morrow. 

“ After all, perhaps, it ia not such a hard 
fate,” he muttered to himself. ‘‘ As George 
said just now, most men would envy me, bat, 
hang it!” and an ugly look passed over hia face, 
“J've no wish to bind myself, to fiad m 
tied hand and foot. No; bnt it's my fate, 
kicking against it. Twenty- 

giving up 


comet! pretty, too ; 
though not in the style I admire most. Bat 
what is beauty? what is sweetness? It falls on 
one—one gets tired, satiated with it in time. 


Don't I know it?” 

He groaned and his hat down over 
his eyes, and walked on slowly and thought- 
tally, the moon shining brightly and makiag 
all around as clesr ag day; quite unconscious 
that, as be left the restaurant where he bad 
dined, a figure bad slip ont of the deep 
shadow of the portico, and was following him 
st & respectfal distance. 

Presently he paused to light a cigar, ard 
looking up he beheld someone standing before 
him—a broad-shouldered, middle-aged man, 
whose black hair was streaked with grey, aud 
whose deep-ses black eyes glimmered aad 

brightly between the dark over- 
hanging eyebrows. He wore a soft, dark felt 
hat and a frock coat. and when he smiled dia. 
played a row of ehining white tecth behind a 
“ne bes his bat politel d with agracefal 

6 Fai $ , aD 

geatare, half-defiant; balbcatusicoien Lord 
Rossallyn started almost imperceptibly as his 
eyes fell on him, and even in the moonlight it 
could be seen that he had tarned very pale. 

‘At length I have the felicity of 
Mr. Roderick Calvert again, after so many 
years—or I should now gay Lord Rossallyn,” 
he said in good English, bat with a strong 
foreign accent. ‘I fear his lordship has for- 
gotten me ; permit me to recall myself to his 
memory. lam ——” 

“I remember you very well,” interrapted 
Rossallyn, looking up quickly as if he did not 
wish the other to pronounée his name. 

“ T am glad to find old friends are not quite 
forgotten, though old ties seem to be—to have 
been for so many years,” replied the man, 
meaningly,. 

‘* What—what do you want with me? 
What have you followed—come here for? "’ 
saked Rossallyn, in a low voice of con. 
centrated fary, and then he looked suddenly 
around, 

“ No,” said the man, coolly, laying a strong 
hand on Roseallyn's arm, “ do not oall the 
police, It would be a bad move on your part, 
and ig unnecessary ; besides, it would only pre- 
dipitate matters and prevent our coming to an 
understanding.” 

Rosaliyn’s head fell on hie breast. 

“What do you want?” he asked again, 
fiercely, 

* Half. an-hour's talk with your lordship—a 
modest request, surely, after so many years’ 
Separation. Let me see; eight years ago I 
- met Mr. Roderick Calvert at Aooordia, 
and——" 

“Hash | follow me. We are close to my 
house,’ said Rossallyn, hurriedly. 

* Certainly,” replied the man with a bow, 
and he foliowed Roasallyn, 

“T bring you news of one who was—who no 
abs is—very dear to you,” said the man ina 


{crossed the room, looking the door carefally 
ad | lamp that stood on an inlaid writing-table by 


|. was suffering. 


eneering, oily tone, when they found them. 
selves in bis private room—an apartment 
richly furnished and bung with pioturea of 
real worth, besides sketchea of merit and 
adorned with many rare articles of bric 2 brac 

“The news I bring——" continued the 
atranger. 

** Hash |" said Rossallyn, warningly, and he 


by which they had entered ; then he lighted a 


the window, and with an inquiring geze con- 
fronted hia visitor. The man returned his 
look anflinchingly, but keeping hia right hand 
within the bosom of his coat as if he feared 
foul play. 

a observed him with a scornfal 
smile. 

‘We are in England, in a civilised 
country ; you need not fear,’ he said. ‘‘ Speak. 
what have you to tell me? What news do you 
bring me, and of whom? * 

There was an agony of suppressed anxiety 
in bie tone. The Italian saw it and smiled 
croelly, 

* Ah! no wonder you are anxious,” he said. 
nA long—very long since you heard of 


“Of ber?” repeated Rogsallyn in a low, 
terrified tone, 

‘* Yes, of her,’’ answered the man, calmly, 
appearing to enjoy the torsare hia companion 


‘‘T beard three yeara ago, that—that ——”’ 
he began. 

“That she was dead. Yes, bat what you 
heard was false," replied the man, coolly. 

‘' She—she is alive then? " asked Roszallyn, 
who was now deadly pale, 

‘Yes, she ia alive,’’ returned the other. 
‘You were too hasty in your conclusions, 
— Rossallyn, your inqviries were too care. 
less." 

There was silence between the two men for 
some moments, 

‘Why have you come to tell me this? ”’ 
asked Rossallyn, abruptly, his eyes gleaming 
with sudden anger. ‘‘ Why bave you waited 
till now? Why are you here?” 

The Italian laughed. 

‘-Can you ask—can you not guess?” he 
eaid. ‘‘ What should bring me here beyond 
the wieh to give you news that must—that 
should be of importance to you? My informa. 
tion bas a certain value to you, and to me,” 

* Of what value is it to me, think you,” re- 
torted Rossallyn. 

The otber man eyed him strangely. 

“Tf what I have heard ia true, it should be 
of value to you,” he replied; ‘to me it is 
certainly of some worth. Knowledge is 
power, I need not remind you.” 

Roseallyn shivered, though the perspiration 
stood in great beads on hie forehead. 

‘Sit down,” he said, pointing to chair, 
*t tell me all, and let us see what thie infor- 
mation may really be worth both to you and 
to “-. You have your price for it, I sup- 

38 ” 

** My lord, as your lordship knows, I am a 
poor man,” said the other, deprecatingly, 
thoagh his eyes ehone with a greedy light. 

* Ahl the old, the universal complaint. 
Bo am I,” replied Rsseallyn, scornfally. 

The other laughed inoredulously. 

* You do not believe me—but go it ia. Yet 
we may come to terms. Now tell your tale 
and be quiok, for time presses,” went on 
Rossallyn. 

And in a low, soft tone, the stranger began 
his story, speaking in his own tongae, : 

An hoor later and his noble hos’ opened the 
door of hia mansion, and, looking carefally 
around, let his guest depart. 

The son was tising, and ite early beams | 
shone with a faint lasire on the young Eari’s , 
livid, haggard face. 

‘ And when—when ?" he whispered, looking | 
eagerly into the Italian's dark, unmoved coun. | 
tenance ere he left him. | 

“Soon, bat impossible to say precisely | 








when,” he replied, ‘‘ but we shall meet again, . 


my lord, at the place of which I spoke; till 
then Adio, a rivederia,” And bs bowed grace- 
faliy and courtecusly with a bland smile to 
Rossallyn, 

‘Yes, we shall meet again once more, and 
for the last time,” he muttered, as he watched 
the Italian on his way and till he had passed 
out of the equare, and then he olosed the 
heavy door silently behind him, and with an 
unsteady footatep regained the sitting-room, 

He poured out a glass.of spirits from « 
flask, with a trembling hand, and drank it 
eagerly, looking dazed and bewildered ; then 
he sank into a chair and covered his face 
with his banda. 

“Toe brate!"” he murmured. “In his 
power! Well! in a little while, it he keeps 
bia word, we shall be quits, brothera in ad- 
versity ; ha! ha!" 

And he laughed bitterly. 

The clook on the chimney. piece strack five, 


but still Rossallyn sat where he was, baried 


in thought. Tae world was ning to wake 
up, there were the sounda of voices in the 
streets, of wheels in the roadway, the birds 
chirped and twittered in the branches of the 
trees in the square, doors were opened and 
shat in the upper regions of the house; and 
then the young Earl made hie way to hia 
bed.room and threw himself, dressed as he 
was, on the bed. 
(To be continued.) 








Consents of water serve to a vast extent the 
purpose of distribating seeda, Walnut, butter- 
nut and pecan trees are found ologe to streams, 
where they drop their nuta into the psasing 
flood, to ba carried far away and atart other 
groves perhaps hundreds of miles distant. 
Tree seeds of many sorts are carried by oceanic 
currents, 

Tue most costly painting in the world is the 
‘*Ansidei Madonna,” a work of Raphael, 
painted for the Ansidei family of Peragia in 
1506 Is representa the Virgin and Onild with 
8s. Jobn the Baptiet, and 8s. Nicholas, the 
Bishop of Bari. The work was bought for 
and is now ia the National Gallery of London, 
the trastees of which paid the sam of £70 000, 
the highest price ever paid for any piosare, 

In Amsterdam there isa jar orange- peel 
mart, where sauces fall of _— set out upon 
long tables, and tasters go among them seleat- 
ing for purchases, Sach experience have these 
men that they can tell, by breaking and smell- 
ing @ bit of peel, jast what part of the world 
it comes from; and that from Oaracoa always 
commands a higher price than any other. The 
bitter orange peel which ia produced in 
Ouracoa makes the aromatic liqgeur whioh 
bears the name of that island, bat which is 
really made by the Datoh in Holland. 

Tae bicyole ia destined to play an important 
part in warfare. The German Government 
ia training some of its soldiers in the use of 
the wheel for scouting parties, and for the 
delivery of despatches. In a recent contest be- 
tween cavalrymen and wheelmen, the cavalry- 
men beat the wheelmen only six minates in a 


twenty-four mile race, between the towns of 


Strouasberg and Weiasensee. For service re- 
quiring seorecy from the watohfal eye of an 
enemy the bicycle possesses several advan- 
tages over the horse, 

Tue oldest bit of slang which can be traced 
to an historical origin is aaid to be “ He ia a 
brick.’ Piatarob, in his ‘ Life’ ot Lyourgas, 
gives an account of the visit ofan ambassador 
from Egirus to the oity of Sparta, who saw 
much to admire and praise. Bat he wondered 
greatly that Sparta was nota walled town. and 
asked the explanation of ita lack of defensive 
works, No answer was returned that coy. 
Early the next morning, however—for the 
Soartan's rose at dawn—the Evyirote was 
awakened, and conducted to the ficid of exer- 
cise outside the city, where the army of Sparta 
was drawn up in battle array. ‘ There,” said 
Lysurgus, ‘‘ are the walls of Sparta, and every 
man is » brick,” 
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FACETLE. 


Hert to dey and gone to morrow. Tas man 
who borrows five shillings from you. 

Goxs' without saying, The young man too 
bashful to pop the question. 

“7s FBieteher. sure his -wife’s poodle: is 
dead?”' “ He mast-be, I eee bee off:ring 
fits » dolia sa rewaxd for it,” 

Tue wife whe ean retaim a sure hold pon 
her husbard's hears will neyer have osvasion 
to take a grip on his hair. 

« Dave youheoard the cight-year-old German 
boy vinittist?"” "Oh, yeaz twelve years a0 
in Betliv." 

Tuent sre two classes of fools ia the world, 
Those who make fools of themeclvar, and 
thoss whort Natare has saved the trouble. 

Tarex ig nothing in the world more aggra- 
vating to & man with a secret than to mess 
people who have no curiosity. 

“My mammea’s got whiter teath than your 
marmusa,” said. Allie. ‘ Sae'd oughter have, 
She changes ’em ofsener,"' retorted Maudie, 

Ma (to Ethel) after church): “ Why so 
thoughtful, Ethel?” ‘I waa thinking why 
the minister always says ‘lastly’ in the middle 
of hia esrmon,"” 

Davouter: * Well, I think Fredis a manin 
& thoussnd,”” Father: “Qaite so; but he 
thinke himself the other nine huwdred and 
ninety-nine,’ 

Wrrers: **Thsat mole I bought front you 
kictet me, You ssid he was cafe!’ Wallace? 
‘* Well, so he iz. I didn’t say you world bo, 
though” 

A Frencu scientist says tist insects are, 
unable to diatinguish one object from another 
by ite dutward shaps; The bald-headed ‘man 
knows better. 

Wrre (penting): You tas@ to’ call mea 
duck.’ Hasband (grtffiy): ‘Uarph, more 
likes fitch. You woufdn't get Into half the 
trouble if you kept your mouth shut.” 

Tuar was & quick-wiited hostess who said, 
in fézpoties to a guest’d flattering commen’ 
upon her dinner, *‘ Od, i's entirely a matter 
of taste |" 

Sanco: “ There ia one thing that every 
woman likes to have a finger in. Rodd: 
“ What's that?” Sanso; ‘An engagemens 
ring.” 

‘* Waatcver reade you make Brackinea pre- 
gent of a pooket-comb? He's as bald as a 
hilliard-ball.” ‘ Toate jast is; I wanes to 
mske.him think I never noticed it.” 

Wire > '' You pretend to know a prest desl 
about hougekesping, Can you dregs a turkey ?" 
Hasbend; ‘' No; bat you must acknowledge 
that I dresas goose vary wel!."’ 

Be: “ Yowre heattlees and cornel, Why 
did you go on encouraging me? Why did you 
not tell me yourwere marrisd?” Sse: “ Bat 
how was i to know you were singie ?”’ 

Contrrsutor® “ What kind of jokes do you 
pester?” Editor: '‘*Leap-year jokes.” Con- 
trizutor: ‘Why ?” Editor: ‘* Beoauce it 
takes them four years to come réand again.” 

Aunt Janz: “ Who is this unolé that Henry 
talks sabou'—the unole, you know, with whom 
Henry left hia overcoat and watch, too, F ba- 
lieva ? Uncle Gsorge:'** Uncle? uncle? Oh, 
ver! He belongs to a collateral branch of 
Henry's family.” 

Lady (engaging nurse): ‘* Now, can you be. 
stow stme affection upon the child as well as 
carry ont the ¢rdinary duties of a nurse?" 
Norse: ‘Certainty! The little dear shall 
have that also; bat it will be ten shillings a 
month extra, marm 1" 

Younc Husband: ‘' Don’é you quite under. 
stand how so cook it, darling?" Young wife 
(busy ‘with eeokery-beok): “ Yes, it's all quite 
clear; bud it says, ‘first clean the turkey,’ 
and I was wondéring whether one: skould use 
toilet or regular scouring soap.” 


i er: “Well, how do yonlikathe engage 
| raent ring I sent you?” She: “ Is’s beautiful, 
| Ja ok.’ He: “I knew you'd like it, All she 
! other gizla.did.”’ 


Eprron Ilinstrated Paper: ‘ Did you'suo. 
ceed in petting a snap-ehot at Mrs, \Cieves 
jand 2?/’ Camerefiend: © Yea; but I ooatdn’t 
get the baby,’ Editor: “ Never mind about 
‘that Any baby, wil! do.” 


A vierror who wanted his ‘boots blackened 
said to his bowt on retiting: “I'll pat my boots 
onteide the dodr of my room.” To which’ the 
host naively replied: “ Allright; nobody will 
tonch them.” ' 

Voice (a6 the telephone): ‘' Major, will you 
pleace bring your family and take supper with 
ua next Sanday? Servant girl repiies\back 
through telephone: ‘ Master and mistress are 
not in at progent, but they can’t.come to sup- 
per, as it's my Sunday out.” 

Tue burglar who goes through the second. 
floor rooms while the family is at suppsr on 
the first floor ia considerate. He dosen't 
wait until -atter midnighy and then rattle 
about.and. wake everybody tp, av fone 


fault with him, 

“Pray, policaman,” said a saucy gem from 
the Emerald Isle to one of the city police, 
‘owhy do you wear that thing round your 
wrist?” ‘*Toshow I’mon daty,” said he. 
* Osh) by the powers, I thotght that it was 
because ye didn’t know yer right hand from 
yer Icfo,” said'thedly minx. 

A norremsx who was sitting on thé hiil-side 
with ‘his shepherd, observed the sheop re. 
posing in the coldest sitdation, and said to 
him: “ John, it I were a eheep I wonild lie on 
tlie offs? side of the hill." ‘ Aye, my lord,’’ 
answered John, “bas if ys had been a Bheep; 
ye would hue had mair sense.” 

An Trishman, of course, getting upon a 
street car, found one place vacant, whieh he 
proposed to occupy. ‘‘Sure,” esid he, with a 
twinkle fn his eye, ‘I game just in the nick 
of time.” “How is thas?” ‘Arrah! If. 1 
was to come now, I shouldn’é find a@ single 
seat,” 

‘( Waat are you sitting on that-etep for?” 
asked the-policeman. ‘ Why, I liva-here, and 
I'm lockea ont/’ ‘* Well, woy don’t you ring 
up the man.of the house?” “Iam themse 


of the house myself,” and the way, he said it | 


indicated his chances of getting in might be 
batter if he had becn tas woman. 

Tas diageosie.—Hueband+ * What did the 
doctor say, Mary?” Wife: ‘Not muchz 
He saeked me to put ont my tongue.” Huas- 


‘ Overworsea.’" Hosband (with a long 
breath of relief): ‘* Them you’ have to give it 
a vests. I guess that doctor knows hig Suri. 
nese,” 

Mr; Srooxrr (on being  introdaced' to 
Adore& Oue’s Mosner): ** Pardon me, maa, 
but have we not met bsfore? Yonr ’ fase 
seems strangely familiar.” Adored One's 
Mother: “ Yes, I am the wom who swod 
up before you for ‘threes miles in & tramoar 
she other day while you sat‘reafiipg a 
paper.” 

A GENTLEMAN'S servant Galled af thea doc- 
tor’s, ‘ Pisase, sir, will you come at once to 
my master?” The dostor, who was jast 
stepping into bed, threw his clothes on and 
burried off to cee his patient, ‘ What is the 
matter?’ he inquired. ‘' I have a couple of 
friends hers to-night, and we want a fourth 
man herd to take » hand at a rubber.” 

"J rar T have & place for you,” ssid the 
manager. ‘ Yea?” said the fallen star. 
“Yes, Yonseo, in the last act of Brownaon’s 
new piete the. villagera organice @ mob and 
hang the villian in effigy.” ‘Do you think 
I'litake ang such pars ‘as that? Leading a 
mob of anpers! by, man, when we played 
in Macbeth I was called before the -cor- 
tam—" ‘*f don’é infend you fo lead the 
supers. You are to be the efigy-” 





burglars do. Still people continue to find: 


band: Yer" Wifes “And he said: {f 


EE OT ye | 


placa. in the liss of amusing sbarrations o° 
printers in where .the worda “ bearing if- 
pain with fortitude” wars wristen, bat. whioh 
appeared iu print, ' hearing the -piano wit) 
forsisude.” A great trath, though not alway; 
@ texiceal one, ie scmetimes.concealed ia g 
typographical erraz. 

“Tr is something strange,” said @- gerile. 
man, onc day, ‘ bnt' my wife and I wever like 
the same thing. It ia only necéseary for ms 
to express & fondresa for anything for’ her 
teke w dislike to i¢,” “Not always, my 
dear,’? she replied, ‘I Hke you very well, 
and I know you think a great deal of your. 
self,” 

Baauzry (to nawly imported servant) "Yor 
never Kawa lobster before, did you, Bridget?” 
Bridget: “ Shure, an’ Ol ve saw handreds ay 
the red things chwimmin' in the creeks av ths 
old eonnttty.” Bazlay: **Bat lobsters are 
green, Bri@get, before’ they are put ia bailing 
water.” Bridgek (act to ba put, doxr) 
‘*Sirura, an” there's voilinsphrings roight in 
the oreeks, eur.” 

“Warp, Pat,” exid.a fciend, meeting, him 
on. tke street after hc had been evficring,witha 
severe and prolonged attack of the gripps, ‘I 
hear you've. been having a pretty hard tim: 
of it.”  “ Faith, an! I have,” said Pai, * Aa' 
it’s: the right name they give to it, #00, fer 
i when is onost takes holt of a.man it'a-no wind 
to les go. It took me thraa wakes to fale 
better after I was intoirely well.’’ 

A woman s heart, even when most obdarate, 
may relent. Margaret wae asserting in the 
nursery that she never, never meang ‘t: 
marry. ‘ Very well, you shall-nos,’’ said ter 
papa; and goiag to the door he galled ant to 
an imaginary suitor, ‘‘Goawayy mand Muar. 
garet dossn's wants vou.” *' Oall hinmaback ! ” 
cried Margaret, ‘Les me see what he Jocks 
like?” 

‘Wao is that young maw to whonr svery 
one pays such sitention?'” “ Why, be's the 
brag of the college—they write columms ia the 
pspers about: bim—his name's« known ic 
every cityot the Uaion, ~ That’s our football 
champiom’’ ‘*And whois that young felior 
over thers by bimvelt—a stranger here?” 
‘*N—nor-exactiy—ho'a a stadent,; bat he 
doem’tamount to much. He only makes 2 
‘show af the commencentent.”’ 

A tivy dalled on & friend wha het oxls 
been married & fow years, and wat turpricedt 
to find ber in tears. “T'am an unbappy 
woman, and i+ ig all on ‘acconat’of my bue- 
band.” “Why, your husband ‘lives for’yor 
alone, He stays a) home all the time. He 
ever gos# away frger hottie; he ever brisgs 
sny of hid friends to the) house.” “ Yee,” 
replied the ‘trforfunate women, putting her 
handkeronfel to her eyes and sobbing con- 
valdivaly, ‘‘ that’s—jast—what makes ms—s0 
maiserabie.” 

Bx English echoolbey wrots a3 folfows on 
the theme " Bresth.'’ We shall not hazard 
to forecast his fnture. “Breath is made of 
sir, Weé breaths with our longe, our Sights, 
our livers and cur kidneys. Itit waen's for 
our breath we shon'd die when wa slept. Our 
breath keeps the life a-going through the nose 
when we are asleep. Boya who stay in s room 
all day shonld not breathe, They should wait 
fill they get outdoors. Boys in ® room make 
catbonicide. Catboniside is more poisoncus 
than mad dogs,” Hy 

A weit known chemist was boasting, 10 
company of friends, hia well assorted et00k-in- 
trade. ‘There isn’s a drug missing,” be 
said, * not even one of the most oncommor 
sort.’ “Coma now,” eaid one of the by- 
standerg, by way of a joke, ‘I bet that you 
don’s keep any spirit of contradiction, well 
stocked as you pretend to be.” ‘* Why not: 
replied the chemiet, rot in the eset exbar- 
raseed at the unexpsoted sally, ‘* You shall 
see for yourself.’ So saying, he Jefe the 





ronp.and returned. io afew minnics leading 
By the hand—his wife! 


A TypocRaPHicaL error Which deseryse a 
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SOCIETY. 


Tre French milliners and colonr makers 
have adopted this se&son variors Radssian 
nemes for their gcods. The new yellow is 
called “ Oronetadt.” 


Tar Empress of Austria ia better, and, to 
the astonicbment of heft medical advisers, was 
able to attend the chriatening’ of her grands 
daughter, when she held the child at the font; 

Tre Prinva of Wales will nob let the late 
Duke of C!arénde’s favourite chi&rke* Padty 
pass out of his posession, and he will pro- 
pably be turned out in Sandringham Park, 

‘‘Typrwriten's stub-finger'’ is the hartie of 
the neweat vfiliction on the bookd of the 
doctors of Philadelphia, and if threatens to 
become one of the formidable evils of modern 
civilisation. 

Oxe of the latest novelifes in jewélfery ifa 
gentleman's scarf.pin in Roman gold. The 
pin ia nos so ninolct a novelty as the design, 
which is a mosh pronéucced and’ clean! ont 
interrogation point, 

Taz Ozarina of _Russia-has recéived thé 
Maria‘Croes of Honour from her imperial hus- 
band. She’ bas for twenty. five ‘yesra beer 
aszodiated with the charitable institutions 
founded by the Ozar's mother, 

Ove of the lates} fancies of fashion bad 
decreed carriage lamps in: thes shapes of 
vations flowers. There is the lily lamp, the 
rosé latap, the violet lamp, and so on, all'very 
odd and véry expensive. 

A nomprr of women of Galicia have suh- 
mitted @ petition to the Empsror of Anstria, 
asking foe the right to enter ‘military service. 
Toey claim That they aré more robust and 
more courageous than effeminate men, 

Oparg have, isseems, quite losttheir reputa- 
tion of -being unlacky. At least one would 
judge 83 by the beantifal designs now shown 
by the jéwelléra, A novelty id an opal ‘in the 
form of a leaf, with an edgé of diamondé, 

Toe most remarkable tecklace of modern 
times, made’ of pearls, selected with the 
prettiest care diiting s period of twenty years; 
and valued at £21100, is to bé presented td 
the Czarina by the Czar of Rasaia. 

Tr has already been réebfirked that the 
Princéets Of Wates and het Gaughtdrs have tet 
a golden example in thé ‘thafter ‘of extrenté 
simplicity: of mourning garth. Their Royal 
Highnesses® bonse dresses are of the French 
material called lainage, very sofé and of a° deal 
black ; but without avy ofape or creat jet 
added to its sotibrénese. 

Tan ex-Empress Eusé tie, whose tiny fect 
wete once olidthdd in thd @ainticss and nioat 
fairylike slipper, ia otiffeting much from gout 
and rheumatizm, In other respects she i3 far 
trom well, and although extensive préparations 
ate being made for ber ‘winter residence at 
Farnborouch, near Alderetot, her physicians 
urged « little trip to Egypt fnatead. 

AttHoucs the German Emperor resolutely 
sets his face againes the ‘use of. everything 
Frenoh,; wo fewer than’ five thonsand: francs’ 
worth of rotted from the Riviers were tee for 
the decoration of the: room aud table on tle 
occasion of the renent christening of Princes 
Leopold's child. Thirty five thotdard rosea 
wers sent-to Berlin, at the cost of filteen 
franca & hundred, but the seoret of their origin 
was jealously guarded. 

Ir ia to be hoped that short waists will 
s0°n have their turmsgain, if only to give ng 


‘® respite from those monstrously tight, very 


Jong bodines, which have reigned supreme in 
fashion plates for many a month, and: driven 
numbers of poor cresture# to the purcltas# of 
noreeta several inches too small for them. 
Tight-lacing means invalidiem, spappishness, 
ae of medicine and doctors’ bills inthe 

y-and-by, to say nothing of the expensive 
suroe for red noses-and hande; so a change 
will offer a weloome relief 40 mady “small 

£nfferera, 


] 





STATISTICS. 


—— 


Or the 12 largest citie? in the world 3 sre 
in Jepsn. 

Lranyixc and wealth ard ofien best uscd 
when least shown, 

Onty 10 per otat. of German schodtboys 
go in for athléticy. , 

Oxtx one Goupls in 11 500 liveto éeleBrate 
their diamond wedding. ; 

Retters show thév# ave’over 58 000 articts 
throughons+he esnntry, 

Tae time required for 4 journey sroahd the 
earth by a man walking cay and night, 
withont resting, would ie 425 deys; an express 
train, 40 days; souné,'ats medium tempera: 
fare,” 52% houre} a ocaxvinon ball, 21% hour; 
light, a lstie cver one tenth of & seound, and 
électricit¥, pasting vet & topper Wire, a little 
under one-tenth of @ second, 





GEMS, 


Tar men who has one talent and ia im. 
proving it will soon bave ten, 

Tuert id bot one secre) ‘of contentment, 
and shat isto take your present circumstances 
ad @ boundary that fers motent cainot be 
passed, and remain quistly within id, 

JupGz no man by his relations; whatever 
criticism you thay pass npéa hi¥ companions, 
Relations, like featore, sre thrats tfon us; 
compsnions, like clothes, are more or less our 
own selection, 

Tur great thing in this world is not Fo munch 
where we stand asin what direction we sre 
moving. To reach the port of Heaven we 
muat sail sometimes wiih the wind and some- 
tinfés against i¢; bu wé mass sail, and not 
drifé, nor lie at anchor. 

Awonea the continental armied the German 
soldiers have the longest lege, jadging by the 
length of step; which is eighty cantimetres 
(about thirsy.one inches). Tua. step of the 
French, Austrian; Beigian and Swedish 
soldiers ia found to average seventy-five centi- 
metres, while that of the Rassian soldiera 
rarely exseed eixty-ning. In a day’a marcha 
few more centimetres ptr step wonld total up 
toa length of sornie impotiandd; beeifies, it 
meéane a better constructed man. 





HOUSEHOLD TREASURES. 


To remove & waft, osvck thé skin around 
the wart withJard, apply over the surface of 
the growth one or two drops of strowg nistic 
noid, then keop the pats cuvered up antil the 
posh seperhtes. 

Lemon Cuersrcares.—Oae lemon, quarter 
ofa pound of eogar, avo ounces Of,buiter, 
three egga, Grate the rind of the lemon and 
equeezs out the jaics,’ snd put all thd ingra 
Gienta into an euainelled pan, and stir over 
tho fire till it jst comer to a boil; Line patty 
pans with good paste, fll with tho. mix 
ture, and bake till ready. 

Ware’ Ginerr sarap —Teke two pounds 
anda half of flour,'one potmd aids quarter 
of- eugar, half a poutd of batter, one table. 
spoonfal of ginger, bait a teaspoonfal of 
cinnamon, thd yolks of 440 eggs; two gilis of 
mils, and one tablezpoonfal of saleratua. Rab 
the flour, butter, suger; awd ginger together; 
then add ial the other ingredients, and knead 
until the -dotph “locks ernooth: The quantity 
of mitk is small, bit #fter being. well niixed, 
will be found sofficient. Roll into thin sheets 
and, cot in any, form preferred, - Butter the 
tins slightly, piace thens ‘together, but do not 
let thet touch, an@ -bwke in ratifer a quick 
ove If thise pattionlars Be obsers'é4 a very 
fine gingerbread: will reward:the mskez of if, 
Use the bewefleneGrd sugar) 





MISCELLANEOUS, 


Monnxrvs are remarkably fond of oysters. 

Tua smoke from an expiring candie iz 
poteonons, 

Fic-rrens and cedars are rarsly struck by 
lightning. 

An hour loat will get behind you and chare 
you for ever. 

In the early daya of amoking rish people 
smoked silver pipes, Tae poorer classes made & 
walott.snach and & straw answer their purpose. 

Tuz Archbishop of Canterbary claims the 
vight of placing the crown upon the head'o? 
the sovereign of the realm at the coronation, 

TrRIULTIAR, WHS wrote wbont av. 195, said 
that kissing was firet instituted for the pur- 
pose cf discovering whether tHe person Kissed 
had been guilty of tippling. 

Ixcituptya the latest’ divieion of Aftion 
among the Haropean Powers about four. fifshes 
of the land of the world is under Christian 
control. 

Tsovsanps of men, women and children’ in 
the mountains of Spsin and Portngal are 
busied in entting cork, his a domestic trade, 
and it oncupies whole villages. 

Way are buétons on men’s clothing on the 
right-hand aide, and on womsn’s clothing on 
theleft-hand side? This is carious, bat trae. 
Ié¢ would bs interesting to know the reason, 

Tur largest telegraph office in the world ie in 
London, in the’ post-offica, In is there are 
over three thousand operators, constantly em- 
ployed, about oné-third of whont are women, 

Tre seorst marka on Bank of England 
notes, by which forgeries ara so rapidly 
détectéd, are constantly being chauyefi:’ The 
microscopes Will reveal many sack pecaliatities 
fo Sn’ Obséfvané bye. 

A Caristmas dinner for tha birds is a pretty 
custom which war last Christmas observed in 
Norwey. A sheaf of corn was. fastened to 
every gable, gateway or barndoor on Christ- 
mas morning. 

Toa Prétrrsr, the first woman to win fame 
at & traveller, went twite around the world ip 
1840-1842 and penétrated to the interior of 
Borneo, Java and Samstra, She was a native 
of Vienna, and was regarfied’ az a natorat 
curiosity by the women of her day. 

A yew industry for-women haa lately come 
into public notice. Tansy go from house'4o 
house among the wealthy classes supplicd wit 
spirits of ammonia and other detergents ‘and 
solicit employment to remove stains from 
ocrtly garments, 

On account of the famine in Rassie the 
Czar will give no balla thig.wiater, aud wilt 
devote the sam so saved to the alleviation. of 
the suffering poor, The cfficers of the Imperial 
Guard have decided to serve no champagne at 
theice- regimental banquets, and nse the money 
for the samé good objects, 

Anrirrorat bitter almonGs are now proé@ucsec: 
at & trifling ost, and wish such defective ckil?, 
that they can scarcely be detected when uzet 
a% av adulterant of the genuine, They con- 
sist chiefly of grape engar. This is flevourec 
witha very smell quantity. of nitro-benzolo 
amdowhen pressed inematids the product ia 
made to resemble thé natoralvery closely. 

An expetinionvia’ being mada in shipping 
frost: dition from thé Pacifié coast th Edrope. 
If it be successfal, fresh esimdn will be 
ehifiped heréatter inetéad of ‘canted salmon. 
Thirty thousand pounée were shipped in & car 
from the Frazer River, and thenoe, inthe ov)d 
as room of » German steamship to Harm 

arg. 

Dwanr treety only éwo feet high, exo repro- 
duetions in tMintatare'of evcamérd, odk, coder, 
an@appld trées; have for 200 or 300 5eard been 
rated by the Japatere, The niodd of pro- 
duding theo is a well-guarded keores; bos 
pme French gardeners have within the psst 

ve yeafs almost equalled the Japaucété Tathe 


; prcduot’on of thedwart trees. 
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NOTICES TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


Diasity.—January 27, 1850, fell on Sunday. 
A Symparuistr.—Lee fs still in penal servitude. 
A Novice.—You may legally give a recefpt in pencil. 
Nawoy Lez. —It is not illegal to melt down sovereigns. 
Toesy.— Barry Sallivan, actor, dled May 3, eged 67. 

‘ nein good green cashmere shawl is worth 


N. O.—No Army Reserve man can join the navy as a 
atoker. ’ 


‘Reox.ess.—All who take part in lotteries are fable to 
ponaltios. 

M. B—The Governor of Sierra Leone is Sir James 
Shaw Hay. 


Anxious For Apvicz.—You may safely do what you 
Topose. 


Syow Qorenw.—The Ohicsgo ‘‘ World's Fair” is ic- 
‘tended to be held in 1898. 

Sror.—Cardinal Manning was never in Parliament, 
nor did he try to get in. 

4. B 8S —A distress can only be levied between sun- 
rise and sunset. 


Jox — Tichborne Olaimant was convicted on three 
— lor — 
—The Second Le pd Rosal Scots 
are ay to Ind India, not coming home 
AScorce Wire—A marriage ew m4 legal in Boot- 
and would be legal in England. 
Sorrener.— Diseases of the eye are often the result of 
goneral weakness. 
Rouprzrart.—The War Office is In Pall Mall, and the 
fL ome Office at Whitehall. 
OCounray Bompxty.—Both stations at Worcester be- 
long to the Great Western Raflway Oompany. 
Worvt Awnrz.—We never give advice = medical 
recipes ; that is not within our province at 
Diurricottixs.—Rent, rater, and taxes of & pre- 
ferential claim in bankruptcy’ over wages. 
Dagar anv Joan.—¥ourpenny pieces withdrawn 1860, 
Galy coined occasionally now for ‘‘ Maundy" money. 
Betwesx Two Sroors — It kno signed a 
lawfal agreement it can be tally en Pm Da 
A Suty Ontty.—December 31 = = a Satarday in 
¥881 ; Sanday, 1882; and Monday, 1 
Rosis.—Bloff Harbour is in New ‘pads A salling 
vessel should take three months to come. 
Tf. B.—If your income from all ee = ‘ess bat 
£400, you may claim reduction of £ 
Peart —One of the "o7 best tooth which is 
also quite inexpenstve, is chalk. 


A Ormzex.—Parliament made a special grant to the 
Prince of Wales of £36,000 a-year for the support of his 


8. B.—The School Board report showiog salaries of 
the teachers is confidential, and not avaliable to the 


Maxzcus.—The Great Fastern was built and launched 
et Millwall, on the Thames, tae operation lasting from 
3-4 November, 1857, to Senueny Slet, 1858. 

Grogiy.—Having once been tried for an offence you 
cannot be put on trial again, no matter what new 
evidence may be forthcoming. 

a B oe lines occur In Shaksepeare’s Othello, 
ante t , to which we must refer you for the 
correct quotation. 

anaes Le oy River 2: oe 
alles north-weat ney, having portant 
colonial coal port, Newcastle, at its mouth, 

8S. A.—Mesers. Moody and Sankey first supeneed in 
Lendoo, March 9, 1875: but had already been in the 
country several mont! ths. 

Jack,—A captain's salary, according to siz of vessel 
aod cblitty, aver: from £15 to £20 a month; first 
mate from £7 to £8 ; second mate, £4 to £5 10s. 

Oarrots —If you ‘pundentt a pawn-ticket you have 
the same right to redeem and sell the goods as was 
possessed by the se pare you the ticket, 

R. barns ee = x my ty =e of an Atlantic 
racer 0 12 en; 4, men, 40 coal-trimmers, 
a bollermaker, oupigeors, 70 re electrician—120 to 124 all told, 

™~Joantta.—Give your gold fish now and sgain a very 
little raw beet grated, or raw fish s'milarly treated ; 

rambs of sponge bigcuft may be given to vary food. 

Inqutnen.—The followers of the three religions, Con- 
fuclanism, Baddhism and Taoism, all combined, are less 
tm number than the Christians alone, 





distiict fur Huropeans S:. Petersburg is unquestionably 
preferable, provided you are not a man up in years. 

Tas Resectsp Ong.—''Pouring off on troubled 
waters,” is not s quotation, but a proverbial ongine. 
like some others which cae mae source, belog 
found in identical shspe in several langusges. 

B —The popalsti alg eee yy tt 
recent census wes: London ( tan district), 
4,211,056 ; Ltvercool, 517,951 ; Seainedien 505,843 ; 
Birmingham, 4 1Tt' $ Glasgow, 564 968. 

Is a F)x.—You should never 
you by a book-hawker. Refase to teke any more, and 


explain to the county court jadge (tf summoned) that 
the sigaature was obtained hy mueeguesentation. 


an old oll 
patsing te sich «vary delice tak eat ought never 
business. dex: 





who is not an 
Worzisp Lanptapy. — We 
z.— George Stephenson, the ay 


Cannr 
engineer, died In 1848. Hae nee Haters died tn 1580 
was the first named who declined the honour of Enight- 


hood. 

ADMIRING yo woman in drown!ng invariably 
falls ee 5 = floats In that 3a 
man, on other hand, is more often upon his back, or 
at least with face up. ee 


LINES TO A COQUETTS. 


Deaz Di, I've jast heard from Ber Harbour 
Some news that surprises me quis, 

A fetend writes that you are de rigueur, 
The other girls all out of sight. 


He says you can't count your adorers 
On the fingers of both of your hands, 


Ww. al 
mrzsocataved ease 


He saya that my lady fs charming, 
So dainty and wale and gay, 

Bat the hearts she has alato ts alarming } 
—aAll this of my fair fiancée. 


Dear Di, I don't want to reprove you, 
So don't put me down as a scold, 

I know you've bat jast made your eat, 
And moreover you're not very old. 


I know that you love mea, for often 
eee 

And when I approach tones en, 
‘and you becetbe little repturens sighs. 
i:* feet, om 

wa* your 
With a ylea, for this you'll not scold me, 
And In fature you’sl be more discrest, 


Next week I shall be with you, maybe, 
I sball live, until then, on the rack. 
Thin« often cf me, and believe me 
Yours, ever devotedly, Jack, Cc. B& 


Pozztxp.—The initials ‘P,P. C" on a visiting card 
stand for ‘Pour Prendre con,é”—"‘to take leave”; 
that is to say ‘‘Good-bye" on leaving the neighbour- 


Sumuse— th o sive wedding the presents consist of 
atlver articles either for personal 
pins, etc.—or a us0—t0n ¢ or coffse pot, jelly glasser, 
crust stand, ete. 
AunTY. amine English 
leceased wife's sister is illegal. The children of sucha 
would consequently be treated by the law as 
iMegitimate. 


Owe Wao Wants Apvicz.—If it is settled that yo 
mast go elther to one place o- other let it be to Colo"ado 
(Denver) There is a far wider field of possibilities ia 
the States than in South Africs. 

Justis —You can assume any name you think fit for 

of trade, as long as you do so ina Sait ef 
and fatr dealing. Botter make a firm 
e purtnesebtp ty engteg *& Cov.” 

Iawornant Oxz.—Any paper will do, » Ann as the 
will is properly drawn, signed, and witnessed by = 
witnesses, who raed see the a By pent. and 
sign in the presence of each other. 

T. T.—It wou!d scarcely be correct to say you will get 
a shock, but ff you put a p:nay and a bit of sine same 
s'z3into your mouth you will have a sharp twinge or 
metallic tasts along your palate. 

GRanDDAD. —If you are oy ay mg te round-shouldered 

overeost that is too heavy. Two or three 
inches saved in the length of a thick overcoat material 
reduces its weight. 





Is Wenee oF ‘ADvice —Osloatta | is not at all a healthy | 


Jaw marriage with 4 | 1, stead of silk. 





Ivpienant.—No one exceptiag Board cf Trade  fficer 
en‘itiei to go on board any versel on her arrival. after 


| he leaves the captain may oe em anyone golng on 


board. The vessel is presumed to 
castle. 

Mrarmaip —It fsa ‘act that hair often grows fuxurt. 
antly in weakly persons, and there are instances in 
which it bas growa atter dooth; b .t 1¢ does not neces 
sarily indicate a constitution, and need not be 
injurious if worn 

0c H—We pa give you the average con- 
sumption of coal by atlantic liners, ou Se Sy of 
Rome one of the largest, coneumas about three hunared 
tons of coal every twenty-four hours while on voyage, 
We have no record as to Australian liners. 

Quzzs Esin2n.—The branette type js becoming more 
numerous fo Baogland and en the Oontioent generally. 
Mr. Gladstone, who observes must things, said some 
years ego that -hatred people were far numerous 
than fo big you! 

0. F.-Oid Followsh'p shows a remerkable ee 
for so ol. a society, and uf it matot its p 
of gain for twenty-five years 
be enormous, It is destined to be the largest order in 
the world, if not already 0. 

A Onizen.—The “city” of Londen is ove thing, and 
the district, commonly called oy bg is 
has hs a pepolaton sporowching # 00000, of —~+- ae 

= a 
amall proportion live in “the city.” 

B Cc. F.-S.uthwark Bridge, designed by Jobn 


be the captain's 





Hans srins.—We do not altogether understand you 
letter, You say that a Pon gy ee bas 
we do nut quite see who ‘‘us” fa asband 
se ea, wee, Sevsneet Shams be elaah be tanen 

otherwise. Of course, you know he has no Nability 
for anything contracted uucer the age of twenty-one. 

A Lover or Bravry.—1. The ooly way to get rid of 
them is to pull each hair out by the roots Cateing will, 
of qvese», cxly make Gem grow So mate. 2. Perhaps 
your red nose is owing to indigestion, in that case you 
had better consult a medical man. 3. Try the juice of s 
lemon, or a water-melon. 
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your gloves are 
Sam.—Old pictures have no standard hy To the 
public the collection you possess is not worth 
t Rd ny you; but an chene might og as 
ds for them. The q.estion ts, how to fiad 
thon cit gon Try a small advertisement tn a morning 
Ja get no oars, then the auction room 1s 





Lompow Reapms, Post-free. Three-nalfpenté 
Weekly; or Quarterly One Shilling and Hightpence. 


Au. Baox Numezrs, Parts and Votumns are in print, 
and may be had of all booksellers. 


NOTICE.—Part 364 Now Ready, price Sixpence, post 
free, Hightpence. Algo Vol, LVIL, ‘ppund in cloth, 4s. 64. 
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